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THE GREAT ELIXIR. 



PALMA. 




Before the Cathedral. Citizens passing in. Evening, 

Enter Raymond, Bertram, Leonard, 
on Horseback. 

RAYMOND. 

\N truth, my Bertram, I am sick with life, 
'Tis naught but mummery, mummery 
all— 

BERTRAM. 

Thou, Raymond, thou ! and sick of life 
too, thou, 
Thou, Lully, Fortunatus Redivivus 1 

LEONARD. 

'Twas ever so. Mark me, he will turn preacher. 
Your rake is aye a saint in embryo. 

RAYMOND. 

Mocker, I tell you, 'tis not life at all : 
To-day, yesterday, and the day before, 
To-morrow and the day thereafter, this, 
This is the sum of each man's life. He riseth, 
Appareleth himself, he drinketh, eateth — 

B 
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2 THE GREAT ELIXIR, 

LEONARD. 

O hear him ! see him, 'fore our living eyes 
He waxeth aged cynic, sage and sour — 

BERTRAM. ~ 

r faith, indeed. Why, LuUy, not a boon 
That all this isle — 

RAYMOND. 

Life is a sibyl, say. 
Our years be each a volume of her book. 
Each day we lose a leaf — 

LEONARD. 

O spectacle ! 
O saddest spectacle beneath the sun, 
A being blighted ! one on whom all ills 
Malignant fate hath showered from his birth — 
A pinched pauper of twenty thousand crowns 
Annual, provost of the palace hight— 
Seneschal of the Isles, chief councillor — 
O piteous, O dolorous, O marvel 
So much a man may suffer and not die ! 

BERTRAM. 

But Raymond, thou that wert so joyous always. 
So rich of life and so beloved of fortune, 
What frets thee now ? There's poison in thy veins, 
Come, thou art downcast, sorry, melancholy — 

LEONARD. 

O metamorphosis ! 

RAYMOND. 

Prithee, let be. ' 

Twas nothing, nothitig. Let us halt awhile 
Under this lamp. Here we can watch the townfolk 
Gather to vespers. We shall not be known. 
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It wants an hour of supper. 'Twill amuse 
Our courtly wits to note the civic fashion. 

BERTRAM. 

Agreed, agreed. 

LEONARD. 

Mark, 1 do pray you mark — 
Perfection is a sphere, — how near is he 
To that perfection ! O what a soul should his be 
Thus to inform her tenement ! Why, friends, 
Were we not well go learn astronomy ? 
For I do fear there is some orb astray. 
Alack ! the poise of heaven will be shaken. 

BERTRAM. 

Soft, 'tis the burgomaster. 

LEONARD. 

So! is'the? 

BERTRAM. 

Here is a coxcomb for you. Saw ye ever 
Such an outrageous sleeve ? 

LEONARD. 

I would as lief 
I wore a gridiron. 

RAYMOND. 

Lo, there a face 
One looketh twice on. 

LEONARD. 

Him in black ? why, that 
Is the occult doctor, the mystery. 
The dismal man that understands the stars. 

BERTRAM. 

The town talk of the last se'nni't. They say 
He knoweth somewhat — 



yGoogk 
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RAYMOND. 

Nay, not this one. He 
Put out yestre'en for Sicily. He sought, 
So said he, some rare herb. Persian, I wis. 
Nay, 'twas not he ; he found this place too noisy. 

LEONARD. 

Mayhap he found our honest islanders 
Of credit tardy. 

RAYMOND. 

Hush I ^Looking on. 

Enter Ambrosia di Castello, and passes into the 
CatbedraL 

O, Holy Mary, 
O, blessed heaven ! \_Rides in after her, 

BERTRAM. 

Madman ! 

LEONARD. 

Moonsick fool ! 
That woman ? tush, a stick. Faugh, saw I ever 
Visage so dreary ? 

Re-enter from the Cathedral Raymond, on foot, fol- 
lowed by Burgomaster, Bedels, Vergers, and Citi- 
zens. Uproar. 

FIRST CITIZEN. 

Who is it ? who is iti 

SECOND CITIZEN. 

Whip him ! whip him ! 

THIRD CmZEN. 

Away with him ! away with him ! 
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FOURTH CITIZEN. 

The stocks ! the stocks ! 
Away with him ! away ! 

FIFTH CITIZEN. 

The pillory ! 
The pillory ! say I — 

SIXTH CITIZEN. 

The well ! the well ! 
The city-wbll ! 

ALL. 

Yea ! yea ! the well, the well — 

A WOMAN. 

Stab him ! stab him ! 

BURGOMASTER. 

Scandalous ! My good people. 
Good people. Back. Fetch some police, good people. 
Fetch me some lamps. Good Verger, fetch some 
lamps. 

VERGER. 

Back, back, way there, stand back ; the lantern, ho ! 

BERTRAM. 

Good sir, most worthy mayor, I pray you, peace. 
Bid them depart. Good sir, your ear : this is 
The Seigneur Raymond — 

BURGOMASTER. 

Sir ! the seneschal ! 

BERTRAM, 

Hush, hush,— alack! 'tis out — 

CITIZENS. 

The seneschal ! 
The Seigneur Raymond Lully ! 
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6 THE GREAT ELIXIR. 

BURGOMASTER. 

Peace. Good people. 

LEONARD. 

Most worthy sir, mark him, it is some fever. 
Look, he is speechless, help us. Mark his visage, 
What deathly whiteness worketh in his blood — 
Ho, call a coach, bear him away ; ho, quick ! 

CITIZENS. 

A coach, ho, quick ! — • 

BURGOMASTER. 

Fetch a physician, quick ! 
^Exeunt Bertram and Leonard, with 

Raymond in a coach. 
Truly, who would have thought it ? Raymond Lully ! 
Seneschal of the isles ! mayor of the palace ! 
I fear me 'twere some frenzy on the brain. 
I trust 'twere not attaching. [^Exit, 

FIRST CITIZEN. 

Well-a-day ! 
The seneschal ! and marked you th' flush o' th' face 1 

SECOND CITIZEN. 

Ay me, was pale, was faint ? I held him up. 

THIRD CITIZEN. 

His eyeball flared horribly, and I saw 

His hand grope to his sword. Had it not been 

For me that clutched him, there'd been blood ! 

FOURTH CITIZEN. 

Blood, foh ! 
This was a lethargy, I wager you. 
Didst note his half-dropped eyelid ? An' he saw ' 
Or recked of anything, beshrew me, why, 
Call me a Turk. [Exeunt 
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Apartment in Di Castello's House, 
Di Castello, Ambrosia. 

DI CASTELLO. 

LET the tongues wag, Ambrosia, let them wag ; 
We know how high to reck the city tattle, 
Do we not, you and 1 1 Let it amuse us. 
This courtier of Madrid, this grand seigneur, 
To you and me what is he ? Let it pass ; 
He hath himself befooled, and nothing more. 

Enter a Servant. 

Why, as I live, here is a packet for you ; 
From him, I gage. 

AMBROSIA. 

Look, 'tis the palace seal. 
Yea, 'tis from him. I will not open it ; 
I would not vex my eyes. Doubtless, it is 
Some foolish love -verses, and such we know 
Before we read them. 

DI CASTELLO. 

Nathless read them, read them. 
I do confess my curiosity, 
What sort of bard might our seneschal be ; 
For if the common scandal holdeth true, 
Well is he practised in the art. They te 
He loveth every dame he setteth eye on. 

AMBROSIA. 

Then let us read. 

DI CASTELLO. 

Soft, yet another word. 
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Consider not thy dignity offended, 
Forsooth, for that a coxcomb lost his wit. 

AMBROSIA. 

Well, well, let us untie the packet. Lo ! 
(Reads.) 

madam, I beseech you, pardon, pardon! 
Pardon, and yet it was not sin in me, 

1 was as thunderstruck, I swear, madam, 
I knew not what I did. I scarce remember 

Save this, I saw thee, and all the depths of my soul 

Cried aloud with one voice — Thou art my Fate, 

0, there was somewhat on me in that hour! 

I know not what — terrible, superhuman. 

Madam, I know thou art not, cannot be. 

Unto me aught. I honour all thy vows. 

But, oh, my life is with a burden laden. 

Too heavy for my soul to bear, A fire 

Hath entered into me and scorcheth me: 

For it I must find utterance. Ambrosia, 

Deeds I must do. Give me some high emprise ; 

Some quest of danger, 1 devote my life : 

Sacrifice, peril, terror, misery. 

Hunger, imprisonment, the shades of death, — 

All will I undergo, and all endure. 

And welcome all, thrice welcome, I will work 

Marvels of arms, feats of undreamt prowess. 

Miracles, nay, penances, vigils, fasts, — 

All will I suffer, to accomplish it. 

Thus may I feel me not unworthy thee : 

And 0, madam, forgive me, pity me, 

I ask not, search not^ would not any prize. 

Except to know that I am serving thee ! 

Raymond Lully, Seneschal of the Isles. 
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DI CASTELLO. 

Passionate words enough. I counsel you, 

Answer him likewise. Humour him ; 'tis so, 

So only one can cure the like disease : 

Let it have play. Set him some bootless task. 

And send him moon-catching. Trust me, his brain 

Full swift will cool, when the first heat be spent. 

Here is some paper, write. I know thy wit 

Will soon some cunning will-o'-the-wisp devise. 

Farewell now, I am waited. We can laugh 

At all the town can say. Then, fare thee well. [Exit 

AMBROSIA. 

Howbeit, my heart is sore ; and I am sad. 

This letter all aflame doth sadden me : 

And yet, I do not bear him any love. 

What can I say ? Ay me, could I destroy 

Hope ] in whoever's breast ? Ay me, I write. 

But 'tis with troubled conscience, troubled pity. [Exit 

Apartment in the Seneschal's Palace, 
Raymond, Bertram, Leonard. 

RAYMOND. 

BERTRAM, I go. Leonard, thou seest me 
No more. E'en now, packets flying afar 
Unto the king's high council testify 
The resignation of my office. Pray you. 
No words j no words ; enough. Ye know me not ; 
Ye never knew. I was not what I seemed ; 
I am not what I was. O, I am weary 
Of shows and mockeries ! Enough, enough ; 
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I leave you. Bertram, these unlock the closet 

That guardeth all the books and documents 

Which appertain unto the seneschalship : 

I charge thee, have them in safe keeping. Thou, 

Leonard, to thee the palace I entrust. 

Thou art well versed in all punctilio, 

Thou knowest every rightful ceremony : 

What pomp to use, what preparation 

Wherewith 'tis wont to instal new seneschal. 

These are the seals, these are the keys. And now, 

Farewell, my friends. This night I leave the port. 

Ye see my face no more. Enough is said ; 

I care not to excuse this sudden flight. — 

Ye be my deputies, and ye be trusty. 

• BERTRAM. 

So be it, then. My arguments be useless. 
'Tis for the best then; Leonard, let us come. 
We will await thee, Raymond, at the port. 
The hour af^er sundown. 

RAYMOND. 

And I charge you. 
Observe the secret, let none know my going ; 
Or if they know't already, let them think 
It is but for a while. 

LEONARD. 

Ay, ay, be sure. 
[Exeunt Bertram and Leonard. 

RAYMOND. 

Ah me ! ah me ! it was a vain delusion. 
The solace I had hoped for cometh not ; 
The hour draweth on, and I must go. 
Here I cannot abide. This narrow isle 
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Forever chafed me. O, it cometh not, 

It cometh not ; the hour cometh, cometh, 

And I must go. Ah me, 'tis unregarded, 

That utterance, torn from my inmost being, 

Fed with my life-blood ; nay, she doth not reck. 

Fool that I am ! how should she reck? What recketh 

She of my soul, — she of my life-long dreams? 

How knew she what I spelled within her eyes, — 

More than herself she knew ? That one brief glimpse. 

Under the fitful lamp-flare, r6ad me all ; 

Revealed all I have marvelled at, — unravelled 

Before me all the mystery of life. 

Centuries, ages, written in her face. 

And she so young ! Ah me, 'tis gone, 'tis gone ; 

I go, I go. I prayed to bear with me 

Some earnest of the future, somewhat for polestar, 

Oh, woe is me ! Well, well, my hopes were fond. 

And I was foolish, and the past is passed. 

Forth will I go, the world shall be my 

Enter a Servant. 

SERVANT. 

Seigneur, 
This packet is but just arrived for thee. \_Exit. 

RAYMOND. 

I dare not break the seal. It will dispel 
My phantasy. No doubt, it is some cold 
Polite rebuke ; some — O would that I never 
Had writ the things I did ! I will not read it. 
Nay, nay, I trust my heart. My heart was true ; 
My heart cannot deceive. I know, I know thee. 
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(Reads.) 

Seigneur, thou writest, " it was superhuman 

That smote me in that hour J* 'Twere not enough, 

then, 
A mortal life, for loving such as thine I 
How in brief mortal years could I requite thee f 
Nay, my requital would he all unworthy: 
Love such as thine demandeth immortality, — 
Demandeth an eternity. But I, 
How can I compass this f O sir, hear me, — 
/ do set forth the way. Oft have I heard 
Discourse of men touching a great elixir, 
Whereof whoso drinketh, drinketh of life, 
That he can never die. Search thou for this ; 
Learn it ; compound it. And when in very truth 
Thou hast assuredly made proof of it, 
Make me aware. O sir, live thou for this. 
Till then — and till the church could bless and sanction — 
Know me no more, — he as if you forgot. 
My life is to my husband whom I love. 
Meet we perchance anywhere in the ways, 
I beseech you regard me not. 

True heart, true heart, 
I knew you, what you are ! Yes, 'tis the way. 
Unto the search whereof the crown is love, 
Henceforth I dedicate this heart and soul. 
And years be less than moments unto me ! 
Yea, I will toil — and what if death cut short 
My pains,? And all my labour futile be ; 
And I be like some wave-worn mariner, 
Whose bark a fierce tempest hath overset, 
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Through ravening seas beneath impregnable dark 
Labouring shoreward with benumbed palm, 
Whom as at last the harbour-light; he sees 
Death overtakes and drags down by the hair ? 
I but wait awhile ! Death bringeth all things. 
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ALCHEMIST. 

A Cell 

Raymond receiving the elixir in a phial as 
it distils from an alembic, 

, RAYMOND. 

JT cometh ! cometh ! 'tis the elixir true. 

They come, they come, the blood-red 
drops of fire. 

Yea, yea, it cometh, cor^eth, 'tis the true. 
The molten liquid with the flaming heart. 
Yea, even so 'twas writ of in my books ; 
I know it by its heart of fire, the drops. 
The precious drops, each with his heart of fire. 
. The years are done, the toil is o'er, my life 
Begins anew. Oh, at the last it comes ! 
Thrice have I lost a decade of my years, 
A decade spent in travels far, in search 
Of rarest shrubs beneath the midnight moons 
Of Afric and of Asia, — spent and lost ! 
Once my amalgam was all falsely mixed 
And in the bowels of my urn begot 
Thunder, and all around me ruin flew 
And fell combustion utterly despoiled 
My hoarded years. And once my crystal vase 
Cracked with the heat, and all was spilled, and I saw 
My priceless oil filtering through the earth. 
Howbeit, I desisted not, my travail 
Was for that sans which life were naught. And now 
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The third unwearying decade is o'er, 

Now at the last the crowning hour hath come ! 

Since seven moons became Ambrosia free ; 

The planets did apprize me so. Now reap I 

All the rew^ard of my devoted years. 

Thus do I fix and make perpetual 

Within me all the streams of life. Come, quaff it, 

Quaff it, my soul, essay, make proof of it, 

An it be not the true, the vital oil. [^Drinks, 

Already ! all my veins run fire, I bum, 

I scorch, my blood is flame ! So ; I am cool. 

I feel as 'twere a river ran within me. 

The clearness and the coolness and the might. 

I feel the spent vigour of years return. 

All I have lost retumeth unto me, . 

All my shot shafts I gather up again, 

The might of centuries descendeth on me. 

Ha ! it is so, it is, it is the true ! 

The years whereof I was a prodigal. 

And all the squandered virtue of my life. 

Deliver up themselves again to me ; 

And in me now I feel my whole life's might 

Like iron. O blessed, blessed, thrice-blest hour ! 

light, life of my life ! through weary years 
Thy heart sustained me, ever at my hand. 

1 knew thee, thou wast with me, and thy soul 
Abode with me, and brooded round about me. 
And comforted and sheltered me from ill. 
And now to thee, bringing the flask of life, 

I come, and we shall live, we twain, as one, — 
One soul, and separable never more ! 
Ambrosia, Ambrosia, I come ! 
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Apartment in Ambrosia's House, 

AMBROSIA. 

O WEARY days, and will ye never pass. 
And will God never take me to himself, 
And undo all my woes I O God, I pray Thee, 
Good Lord, I do beseech Thee show me mercy ! 
Have pity on me I O come quickly, take me. 
Spare me ! O shall I never have fulfilled 
My lot of years ? It is enough, enough. 
O spare me I life is done ; why should I live 
That have no life to live ? — No hope, no light, 
But darkness gathering round about my days, 
And growing anguish. Day by day my cup 
Grows bitterer ; the fingers close upon me, 
The dumb teeth gnaw. O Lord, O Lord, have mercy ! 
Mercy, and ere the final ^gony. 
Withdraw my soul ; withhold the anguish from me. 

O wretched, wretched that I am ! 

[A knock. Ambrosia /00A5 out. 
Good heaven, 
Tis he ! I know him ! it is he, I know him. 
Despite the years, despite the trembling palsy, 
The moon-white face and hair. Ah ! faithful heart, 
Thou hast remembered ; I have not forgotten ; 
But now, too late I too late I 

Enter Raymond, with a Phial, 

He knows me not ! 

RAYMOND. 

She is not here. I do not know this dame. 
O where is she — the worship of my soul, 
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Who called up all in me that was most high, — 
Who woke and imaged to me all my spirit ; 
The loftier spirit dwells in each of us ; 
— Delivered me from all the lethargy 
Of base moments ; O where is she, O where, 
The beautiful, as my young soul beheld her, — 
The beautiful and youthful that I saw 
That eve, inPalma? 

AMBROSIA. 

Raymond, it is I. 
What wouldest thou ? 

RAYMOND. 

Great heaven ! it is, it is ! 

iRusbing forward. 

take it, take it !. Drink it ! it is life. 

1 have put in it thirty years of mine. 
But I have proved it, — I am sure of it; 
'Tis the elixir of immortal life ! 

AMBROSIA. 

Alas ! how hast thou proved it ? 

RAYMOND. 

This two months 
Naught have I eaten. Fangs of famine rent me. 
Yet 'tis not only that I am not dead, 
But in me runs mightier strength, and life 
Mightier far than e'er before I knew. 

AMBROSIA. 

O me, O me, I do indeed believe thee. 
This thine elixir doth indeed lock up 
Life's running sands. But think you, hath it made 
Your youth return ? O, miserable friend, 
Look. [^Holds before bim a mirror, 

c 
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RAYMOND. [Starting back. 

For this thirty years I have not viewed 
Mine own visage. 

AMBROSIA. 

Thou, Ra3rmond, mark this hair, 
This brow, this filmy eye. And here I have 
That every day sucks out more life from me, 
Whose vampire fingers tighten every day, 
— ^Would'st thou immortalise this, Raymond, this ? 

RAYMOND. 

Jesu, mercy, mercy ! O Jesu, Jesu, 
It is too bitter ! 

AMBROSIA. 

Hearken to me, Raymond ; for thirty years 

1 loved thee ; and I would not have condemned thee 
Unto the prison of a living corpse. 

I pray thee for thy part condemn not me ; 
Prolong me not this death thou callest life ; 
Let me submit unto the ordered change. 
So may I live anew. I would be dipped 
In the spring of eternal youth, I do not ask 
This vain elixir which but makes eternal 
The soul's interment. Raymond, I aspire 
Unto the life of heaven. 

RAYMOND. [ Dropping phial. 

Ambrosia, 
I do release thee, swifl may God release thee ; 
I do remain imprisoned for thy sake ; 
Mine be old age undying, do thou live 
Immortal in the heaven of the holy— 
For me — ^for me— I am condemned for ever 
Unto a living death upon this earth. [Exit. 
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An Apartment 

RAYMOND. 

OBLIVION, swallow me, O death, O death, 
Descend on me, it is too much to bear ; 

have I not in all my pharmacy 

One drug to banish sense ? I cannot die ; 
Nay, I have cast away the precious gift. 
Death, the most precious God vouchsafes of all . 

1 thought to find the paths of life eternal, 
And I have barred against me heaven's door ; 
The gates of blessed death are shut O me ! 
O me ! I cannot die, I cannot die ! 

death, O death, thou art the only gate ; 
Vain are all potions, vain all means soe'er 
Whereby men bind their days unto this earth ; 
Thou art the only life. O deathless life, 
Thou art the only death ; immortal death. 
Without thee, Death, what but a corpse is man ? 
O, I have wrought mine own slavery. 

1 have enchained myself, I have set bounds 
Unto my spirit's journeying. No more 
Can I renew my wings and flee afar 
Sated with earth. No knife, no poison now 
Hath grace for me. I must outlive my life. 
I must endure, see perishable things 
Dissolve, and pass away to newer shapes 
And richer life — I must outwatch them all ; 
And like the gravestone in a chamel field 
Must wear the epitaph and bear death's record. 
And may not die ! O Lord, O Lord, have mercy ! 
O hasten, hasten. Till the judgment day 
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I have no mark, no end. O hear my prayer. 
Mine yet are all life's pains, and never death 
Shall come to ease them. 

Lord, my soul is darkly stained, and till 

That last great day when Thou dost come, and earth 
Doth pass, and heaven shrivel like a scroll. 
No way can I be cleansed of grievous sin. 

1 will betake me to a monastery. 

And there/ in silent cell, and cloister calm. 
With prayer and fasting, and holy contemplation. 
And days of peace, give up myself to Thee. 
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MONK. 

A Cell in a Monastery. 

RAYMOND. 

fHRICE hath it swung, the monastery bell, 
Thrice welcome art thou, daybreak on the 

hills, 
And holy breath of morning, blessed thou ; 
Thou bringest peace each mom to me, each mom 
I feel anew, when all things are astir, 
The bird among the boughs, the sacred dew. 
The cattle in the grass, my life begin ; 
Not youth's hot fever, riotous in the vein, 
But sense of calm repose, peace sanctified ; 
Deep rest within the deep bosom of Him 
Mightier than I ; Whose arms encompass me 
And all things, binding utmost star to star, 
And quickening the deep-hid grain. His strength 
Descendeth on me, and I fear no ill. 
No evil, and the powers of darkness flee, 
The horror and the terror of the night. 
O, 'twas a fearsome night. Since blood-red sundown 
I had been studying deep, unto the hour 
The noon of night, the midmost mortal hour. 
When the brief spell of spirits groweth briefer. 
And most are they filled with malignity, 
When, at the fif^h stroke of the convent bell. 
The air was filled with whispering. A hand 
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Snatched out of mine the huge volume away, 
And flung it forth, out of the open lattice ; 
There it lieth, hard at the foot of the wall. 
By Brother Martin's window. Presently 
After silence awhile, twain frozen hands 
Drew back my cowl, and rested on my brows, 
As 'twere some ghostly bishop's benediction. 
An icy shudder -shot along my spine, 
— O morning, morning, thou art come again, 
Blessedest gift of God ! 

\_Knocking at the Monastery gate. 
A knock ! already ! 
It is not matins yet. Who is astir 
Thus early ? Soft, I must be stirring, too ; 
Out at the back wicket, and fetch me in 
Softly and swiftly that banned tome, else will they 
Hap upon it, and deem it impious surely — 

I A knock at the door- 
O me ! — enter. 

Enter a Monk. 

MONK. 

Good brother, thou art sent for, 
In haste, to Palma. 

RAYMOND. 

Palma! 

MONK. 

Ay, the Dame 
Ambrosia di Castello lieth dying. 
Quick, haste, she urgently desireth thee — 
She hath sent horses ; but e*en now they fear 
Her moments were too few, and will be told 
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Ere that thou reachest her, — her soul doth ebb 
Too fest, too fast. 

RAYMOND. 

Good God, be merciful ! 
Ready. ^Exeunt, 



A Bedchamber. 
Ambrosia, Nurse, Physician. 

PHYSICIAN. 

ALL will be o'er soon, pillow thou her head. 
Nurse, higher, look, e'en now she knows us not. 
Give her the physic, 'twill benumb the pain. 

NURSE. 

madam, madam, not yet, not so soon ; 
A little yet, a little yet. Drink, madam. 
It will allay the pains ; O wait a little. 
Depart not yet, madam, he cometh soon. 

AMBROSIA. 

But pains, what pains ? and who doth talk of pains ? 

Hosts of archangels bright and beautiful ! 

O'er arched with golden wings and flaming fire. 

And yet I cannot see them for the sun. 

They call me, they are calling me, their faces 

Bend over me and smile, and call for me. 

But why give ye no help ? O help me rise ; 

1 am so weak and cannot rise, O help me ! 
Stretch out your hands — I strive to come, I cannot. 
I am so sore bowed do\vn. And lo ! the gates. 
They open, open — O ocean of light ! 

My soul, my soul, behold the angels come ; 
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They come, they come^ there are the robes^ the crowns, 
And there — 

Enter Raymond. 

Raymond ! I knew, I knew it well, 
Thou wouldst be there — 

RAYMOND. 

Good leech, 'twere better 
Ye left the chamber ; I will call ye soon. 
Wait ye without. \_Exeunt Physician and Nurse. 

AMBROSIA. 

Where am I ? all is dark — 
Am I not gone yet ? who is this ? Gionetta, 
Gionetta, quick, where art thou ? 

RAYMOND. 

Ambrosia—^ 

AMBROSIA. 

Raymond, Raymond, it is thou at last. ' 
Forgive me, O forgive me. But I knew not — 
What could I do, what could I do ? — I knew not, 

1 knew not what I did. Is it too late ? 
Give it me, I will drink it. Give it me. 

It is not yet too late. Hast thou no more ? 
I did deceive thee, — ^what ! hast thou no more ? 
O Raymond, I will wait, I cannot go. 
Thou wilt come, wilt not thou I 

RAYMOND. 

Alas, Ambrosia, 
Never. For I have dnmk of that elixir. 
Never, till Christ do come again hither. 
Never, till that last dawn. O Jesu, Jesu ! 
Thou, thou art going thither, I remain. 
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And thou wilt see Him, thou behold His face, 
And He will smile on thee and welcome thee, 
And fold thee with His arm. And me, and me — 

AMBROSIA. 

Raymond, Raymond, not so, speak not so ! 

1 will go unto Him, it cannot be 

But he will hear me. I will follow Him 
Throughout the space of heaven for ever and ever, 
Until He turn and say. Thy faith hath saved him. 
O He will hear, I doubt not He will hear. 
But, O pardon me thou, what did I do — 
Hast thou forgiven me ? 

RAYMOND, 

F(frgiven thee ? 
Would I keep back thy soul one hour ? O flee. 
Flee from this sorrowful earth soon as you may. 
He will receive thee in His outstretched arm. 
Thou wilt be near to Him, and He will touch thee, 
And thou wilt know Him as thou ne'er hast known. 

say to Him that I have sinned, have sinned. 
Thou wilt be nearer unto Him than I. 

AMBROSIA. 

Yea, then I go ; yea, then I go. Yea, yea. 
Farewell. It cannot be He will refuse. 
Yea, thou shalt see Him soon — but O, forgive me 
Thou, for 'twas mine the sin. I cheated thee, 

1 led thee false — 

RAYMOND. 

Peace to thee, peace to thee. 
Thou art forgiven. O God, spare her, spare her ! 

AMBROSIA. 

Raymond, my heart, my heart ! — 
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RAYMOND. 

O Jesu Christ ! 
O Lord, receive her spirit. 

Doctor, doctor ! 

Enter Physician and Nurse. 

Her pangs are o'er, she is released, afar 

Hei* soul hath fled, beyond the utmost star. ^Exit. 



The Monastery; a HalL 
Prior and Monks. 

PRIOR. 

MY brethren, we are met to hold conclave 
Touching a grave matter. Ay, one of us 
Hath gone astray, is sore contaminated, 
Hath sown rank poisons in his priceless soul, 
With foul venom watered the Lord's garden. 
O brethren, brethren, I am troubled sore. 
All we have erred, our sacred trust is spoiled. 
We are unclean, unclean ; we have not kept 
Our spirits pure and spotless to the Lord. 
O God, O God, remove this grief from us. 
Remove this dreadful tribulation from us. 
Point out the way, declare Thou imto us 
How we may shrive us and once more be clean. 
O let Thy blessing rest on what we do. 
Stand forward. Brother Martin. 

I am grieved. 
Most deeply grieved, vexed sore, and rent with sorrow ; 
But the necessity of my high office. 
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And sacred trust, compels me unto it. 

Thou art impeached, may God grant it be false, 

Of blasphemy ! Attend, I will set forth : 

This mom Brother Sebastian early went, 

As is his wont, around the convent wall, 

Unto the gardens — brethren, 'tis too much — 

I will relate in brief. Beneath thy lattice, 

Martin, he found, that which I will not show, 

I cannot show it, I have burned it, — 

A book. What knowest thou of this? A book. 

Whereto can I no juster titling give 

Than vomit of the jaws of hell. A book 

Writ with perdition ! full of gilded snares, 

A weapon of the fiend most virulent. 

Pestilent engine of the arch enemy ; 

A cursed bait, to lure the soul to sin. 

Pervert it, and adapt it unto hell, 

Ambushing evil in a film of good ; 

— God grant thou knowest nothing of it, Martin. 

MARTIN. 

Good heaven defend me, I am all aghast ! 

Some rancour wrought this thmg. Why me, why 

me, 
I have been most devout of any here : 
None, vesper, matin, compline, regular 
As the bell's chime have I devotions done. 
Ave Maria, Pater nostef: look, 
Look at my worn beads. Why, this rosary 
Bears me good witness ; it shall speak for me. 
Will any here gainsay the testimony ? 
Have I not fasted, have I not abstained 
From all things pleasant, mortified the flesh, 
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Yea, my own soul, kept vigils, scourged myself 

Times without number ? I am all unwashen, 

Unkempt, emaciate ; this know ye all. 

And now foul slander rears the head against me ! 

But welcome slander ; I am meek, say on ; 

Declare the sentence, lay the penance on me 

Wherewith my vile soul I may throughly purge ; 

Impose some life -long penitence upon me ; 

I will endure, all will I undergo. 

So shall I win myself the loftier crown. 

A MONK. 

What thinkest thou, brother ? 

SECOND MONK. 

Hypocrisy, 
Hypocrisy. Hypocrite rank is he. 

FIRST MONK. 

Nay, and thou thinkest so? But by my crown. 
Thus thought I too. Brother, what thinkest thou ? 

THIRD MONK. 

'Tis calumny, malignant calumny. 

FIRST MONK. 

Nay, verily ? So seems it unto me. 

FOURTH MONK. 

What thinkest thou, brother, guilty is he ? 

FIRST MONK. 

My brother, I should hold, that altogether. 
Upon due reckoning and counterpoise 
Just, of all argument, and cautious choice. 
And nice adjudication, it would be 
Doubtful. 

FOURTH MONK. 

It is SO ; so it is, it is so. 
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Yea, verily, thou hast discerned it truly ; 
It is so, yea, it is so. 

FIFTH MONK. 

Hath he spoken? 
What said he, what, what said he ? 

FOURTH MONK. 

He hadi spoken. 
Yea, and as always, he hath disempithed 
The matter. 

FIFTH MONK. 

Ay, but what was it he said ! 

FOURTH MONK. 

He did deliver it as his most fine. 

Most subtle verdict, that the thing was doubtful. 

FIFTH MONK. 

O, by my blessed rosary, ay, ay. 
Faith, he hath hit the point. O, doubtful, doubtful ; 
Yea, in good sooth, 'tis doubtful. I for one, 
Shall give my voice for him for prior, I trow. 
He hath the wisdom of us all. 

\_Knocking at the gate, 

PRIOR. 

Thank heaven, 
Tis he. Go, brother, open, let him in. 
This must be he ; now shall we have good counsel. 
Our brother Raymond is our very mainstay, — 
Our burning shining light. None is so full 
Of grace and godly wisdom ; none to whom 
I would entrust rather our monastery ; 
None of whom I would rather counsel ask. 
Solace, or succour ; nay, none to whom I 
Would rather reverence do. Brethren, my years 



yGoogk 



30 THE GREAT ELIXIR. 

Will soon fulfil their tale ; the Lord will soon 
Release me of my cares, and I shall go ; 
But this is he, this is the Lord's chosen, 
Whom if His grace be on you, ye will choose 
To fill my chair. 

FIRST MONK. 

Ay, ay,vhe beareth on him 
The Lord's true mark indeed. I know not where 
Like learning, like piety, flourisheth 
In all of us. In prayer how eloquent. 
How earnest, he ! 

SECOND MONK. 

In him a soul I see 
Of clearest wit ; he hath no vanity, 
No foolish mystery, no vague belief; 
All is good rock with him, and firm to foot. 

THIRD MONK. 

O, more than all, what high enthusiasm 
Lifteth his soul ! what holy ecstasy 
Wrappeth him ! what benign and fervent fire ! 
In truth I tell you, oft have I beheld him 
Before the very eye transfigured. 

Enter Raymond. 

RAYMOND. 

O father, brethren, O good Brother Martin, 
You are done grievous wrong because of me. 
O woe is me that this is come to pass. 
Forgive me, Martin, that I was the cause ; 
Twas all unwittingly. O father, brethren. 
Mine was this book — ^whereof Sebastian 
Just now appriseth me ye are in ^council. 
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PRIOR. 

Thou, brother, thou ! Sooner would I believe 
That thunder on my ear fell from the heaven 
In cloudless noon, than unto thee impute 
Iniquity ! 

FIRST MONK. 

Ay, thought I so ; I deemed 
Ever, he was too confident, too sure, 
Too satisfied. O brethren, look ye, ever 
Self-righteousness doth work her overthrow. 

SECOND MONK. 

me ! alas ! 'twas fair delusion all. 
With him it is as 'tis with each of us. 
He is no paragon — no giant spirit 
O'ertopping all. I deemed him so ; I deemed 
He was some pioneering soul inspired 

To lead us to the clear undoubted path 
Where none can cavil, nor debate with shows. 
Alas, alas, which of us is not frail ? 
Which of us hath not in his secret heart 
Some hellish fester cankering ? 

THIRD MONK. 

O heaven, 
Redeem his soul ! O heaven, combat the fiends ! 
Release him from their thrall. O God of heaven, 
Why gav'st Thou him to curs'd temptation o'er ? 
Why didst Thou render not Almighty aid ? 
Why ever suffered'st Thou our champion fall ? 

RAYMOND. 

1 pray you all, no words. My mind is made. 
No longer I abide with you. I leave you. 
The Lord hath called for me ; I do set forth 
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Upon a pilgrimage. Ye knew me not : 

brethren, O I fear ye knew not me 

At all, no whit ye knew me. Count me not 
Blameworthy, for my soul is pure and spotless, 
She standeth pure and white and undefiled 
In the dread presence of the Most Highest, 
Touching this thing. Howbeit, there remaineth 
Another thing. I say ye knew me not. 
The Lord's hand is upon me. His behests 
Most sinfully have I bewrayed ; but, brethren,* 
Not in that wise ye deem. I am a Jonah 
Embarked within your monastery wall. 
Fleeing to Tarshish. I unfold no more. 
It is the Lord that casteth out, not you. 
Nineveh waits. My brethren, O ferewell. 
And may the Lord lift up His face on you. 

1 go> I go- \Exit. 
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EGYPT. 

On the Nile. 

RAYMOND. 

KV mountain and by palm, by snow-white 
tomb; 

By lowly hamlet, and by fallen fane ; 

By valley green, by roseate sandy down, 
Wherein the hues of sunset bide, and hamlet 
(yerhung with companies of arching palm ; 
By tombs of holy men, with snowy dome ; 
By verdant vales, whereof thou art the mother 
Broad-bosomed, O swift flood inscrutable. 
Benign, terrible ; southward, southward ever. 
With outspread vans, pavilion of the breeze, 
My galleon wings. Deep in the West flames sundown, 
Deep in the West, and all the face of heaven 
Is nought but flame and winds and gathering stars. 
O Egypt, Egypt, art thou desolate 1 
Is all thine ancient glory fled indeed, — 
Thy wisdom, worship, valour, fled indeed ? 
Thou that begottest kings and conquerors, 
Lawgivers, priests sublime — ^him, thrice the greatest, 
Hierophant among philosophers, 
Of mages arch-mage, sovereign of kings, — 
Isis, Osiris, Rhamses, Ozymandias, — 
Thou in whose keeping sole all worth to know 
Was left and lost, is nought from all thy night 
Revocable ? To thee the patriarch brought 
Divinest lore from old Chaldee, and arts 
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Whereby men'mapped the stars, and gave them names, 

And knew their times, and all their import knew, 

Far on the upland plains of Shinar, — ^he 

Which commune held with high Zertusht in Charan. 

Of thee dread secrets sacred Moses had. 

When all thy priesthood went astray ; of thee. 

Old Thales, and Pythagoras, and Plato. 

O, if in some deep-chambered sepulchre 

Out of the mountain hewn, or temple vault 

Far from the day withdrawn, could prayer and vigil 

Recall, recover, priceless wisdom flown ! 

O wisdom, wisdom, surely here, O surely. 

Amid huge sculptured portal towering, 

Column whose liring hues do smile on Time, 

Seated colossus watching for the dawn. 

And couchant sphinx with far-off gaze eteme. 

And buried halls and broad-based pyramids, 

And walls inscribed with awful lore, thou hadst 

Of old thine everlasting throne. O thou, 

In whom are peoples crowned which give thee honour ; 

Discrowned, dishonouring ; are worshipful 

Exceedingly, and great, and glorious. 

Whiles on the pinnacle thee they set supreme ; 

And all the nations of the earth be prone 

Beneath them, nor can enemy withstand. 

But in what hour they mock at thee, no longer 

Upholdest thou thy bulwarks sevenfold ; 

Amid them stalks fell Ruin, with disdain. 

Deep ruthless Night o'ercomes them, and decay 

O wisdom, wisdom, thee I seek, but thee ! 

Though peoples perish, vanish as the trail 

Of ships upon the water, thou abidest. 
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Imperishable alway, and in thee 

Alone hath mortal man his endless joy. 

Thy garments sweep adown the paths of time ; 

Mid other nations rearest thou thy throne ; 

Thine olden habitation mouldereth, 

Forgotten clean and fallen out of mind, 

And desert sands ebb round and overflow. 

Yet, peradventure, in that surging sand 

What relic footprints may not be ? 'Tis reaped, 

The golden harvest ; yet, for the gleaner, 

Coming as I, with heart of reverence. 

And soul that seeth all things everywhere, 

What treasure unsuspect, what rich reward ! 

O nation, thou, whose temple-walls are books 

Whereon are writ, in emblems consecrate. 

Riddles unriddling all things, from thy grave. 

By all in earth and heaven most high, I charge thee 

Deliver up thy mysteries ! 

Enter the Captain of the Boat. 

CAPTAIN. 

Fair sir, praise be to God for thy good journey, 
That hither are we come. 

RAYMOND. 

O whither? 

CAPTAIN. 

Yonder, 
Where the pale orient quickens, i' th' amber moon 
Lifting his timewom head, dark toppling mass, 
Stupendous Kamak, lo ! And lo, £1 Uksur, 
His columns silver to the east ; and yonder, 
*By thy right hand, lo Memnon, and the mountain 
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Embowelled with the labyrinths of the dead 
And chambers past man's searching out ; and lo. 
Yon temple rent, with panoply of palm. 

RAYMOND. 

O Thebes, Thebes ! 

Sailors. 
O prophet, help us, save us, 

Help us with the sail I 
Fortunate winds ye gave us, 

Naught did ail. 
O here at our haven aid us. 

Help us with the sail ! 
— Fortunate have ye made us, 

God and the prophet, hail ! 

RAYMOND. 

Mute in the arrowy stream the moonbeams play. 
And fast are we in Pharaoh's ancient bay. 

Hall of Columns, Kamak. Night. 

RAYMOND. 

YE of a myriad cycles sunned, unchanging. 
It is not ye I come to view ; for viewless, 
To mortal sense impalpable, in Lethe 
Long lapsed and molten, what I come to view. 
Thou pile, with mystic emblems overwrought. 
Deep graven as of yesterday, as when 
To worship Pharaoh went in priestly pomp 
With cymbal and with banner, graven deep 
With grooves wherein the moon makes dreadful shade, 
Ye t3rpes unfathomable which allure. 
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Beckoning, baffling, ye I cannot read, — 

I care not, 'tis not ye I come to view. 

Thou, my immortal soul, thou eyes hast, thou, 

Wherewith thou viewless things regardest. Here, 

Whithersoever, where'er the deathless sbuls 

Of mortal men have laboured and have wrought 

With travail and with toil a mighty work ; 

Aught that aspireth, soareth, is supreme ; 

The souls of men thereafter, in that place, 

Have magic to withdraw the veil and look 

Beyond the centuries, dissolve the earth 

And earthly forms, and have companionship 

And converse high with ancient mighty ones. 

With them that wrought, with them of old renown. 

Where'er the handiwork of sovereign souls 

Abideth, there they cling and cleave ; their presence ' 

Abideth alway round about the place. 

And after-comers are inspired of them ; 

The ancient might descendeth as a mantle, - 

Endueth them the more than godlike valour. 

The selfsame rapture and the strength eternal ! 

O me, ye noble ones, and ye have striven. 

And unto God exalted lofty fanes. 

And records left which cannot pass away. 

pass away ! O pass away — O Christ, 
And can it be, not I shall pass away ! 

My years have nigh fulftll'd the natural term 

1 bear a woftil three-score years and nine ; 
Ay me, ay me, I cannot pass away ! 

O Christ, O Christ, I cannot come to Thee, 
But round the weary world, with weary feet 
With weary heart a weary wanderer 
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Mid weary men forever I must go, 

Until Thou come hither. O curst elixir, 

When in my veins immortal being ran. 

Of earthly life's sole blessing thou bereft'st me. 

O Christ, O give me grace, enlighten me, 

O come to me, desolate utterly, 

All earth is joyless, I am sore aweary I 

Yet, Death — ^thou hast a sister. Blest is she, — 

On the outworn blest boons she doth confer, 

And visiteth the heart-broken with balm, 

And all this pictured world withdraweth from them, 

Its mockery displayeth unto them, 

And biddedi them behold the only true, 

That which encompasseth and we regard not ! 

Thee I invoke, I pray thee, come thou down, 

Bring visions, bring enlightenment, bring peace. 

[^Lies down to sleep. 

Voices. 
Dim-eyed mortal. 

Brief of scope, 
Of the unknown portal 

Hast thou hope ? 

Foolish one. 

The selfsame bond 
Under the sun 

Or beyond 

Aye will grind thee. 

There is no freeing: 
Aye Hwill hind thee, 

Thine own being. 
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O man, demand^ 

Ask thy heart. 
If of God's command 

Thou a servant art. 



If this be so. 

What boots the rest f 
If thou didst know 

His behest, 

Tf hat did it reck 
Thy spirit were 

At His high beck. 
Here or there f 

O man, attend thee. 

Be of cheer. 
We would befriend thee, 

O man, hear. 

Whether thou livest. 
Whether thou diest. 

Have heed thou givest 
Thy fondest, nighest. 

Thy love, thy life, 
Thy soul unpriced. 

Thy toil, thy strife — 
Unto Christ. 
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The Valley of the Tombs, Biban-eUMoluk. 

RAYMOND. 

OF herbage, not a blade. No living thing 
Casts shadow. Dense is Egypt's noontide blue. 
Fierce is the fire of Egypt's noontide beam. 
And round about, the ruddy rocks aglow 
Blaze like a furnace. Death, this is thy realm, 
Verily. Pharaoh paid his fealty 
Here, and confessed thee liege supreme of all, — 
Thy mountain oped his jaws and swallowed him. 
Ay, never yet the man went up this vale 
That learnt not, as his fathers learnt before him 
And his forefathers before, 'tis all life's sum 
To bury and be buried. Happy dead ! 
Ye know not, ye that live, but ye that die. 
Ye know, and I, that cannot taste thereof. 
We know the bliss of death inefEible. 
O death, O rapture, when the fight is o'er ! 
As the dread wrestle draweth to the close. 
And at the full of the soul's last agony 
The death-groan chokes i' th' throat, and the films of 

death 
Draw to the eye and the death-damp to the brow — 
Sudden comes victory ! — ^the corpse is slain — 
Alofl the soul new-bom in ecstasy. 
Rejoicing in her new-got liberty, 
Alofl through azure meads illimitable, 
Swifler than starbeams heavenward wings her way ; 
And standeth in the presence of the Lamb, 
Yet trembling. And the brethren, and the saints. 
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With glory on their brows, and in their faces 

Wondrous gladness, in a pause of singing, 

Press round, and all the throng, and from the throne 

He beameth, and He saith unto her — Peace. 

O wretched that I am ! was ever man 

Afflicted like as I ? was ever man 

Whose bitter lot was up and down to go 

Amid the ways of men eternally ? 

God, to all thy creatures thou hast given 
The priceless boon ; I, only I, am left 
Outwatching and outwearing all. 

I, imto whom the loftiest arts be known ; 

The inmost secrets of the chemic earth ; 

The preparation of that grand elixir 

Which purgeth all of dross, of all that hath 

Aftinity with death, filling the veins. 

Forsooth, with immortality of dust. 

Robbing them of their richest birthright, death ; 

I, that can so ennoble, elevate, 

Draw out the virtue of the baser metal, 

And lead up brass, tin, copper, lead, to silver, 

And silver unto gold by fine degrees ; 

I, that am lord of all the springs of wealth. 

From whom would kings and princes suppliant 

beg 
And emperors and pontiffs ask an alms ; 

1 that could purchase kingdoms, empires, worlds. 
Cannot claim one sole tomb. 

O thrice accurst ! 
But what is this ? What sacrilegious foot 
Grates on my ear ? O Death, O Solitude, 
I dreamed we were inviolably bonded. 
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Enter Ahasuerus. 

What art thou, phantom with the sweeping beard, 
Bowed aspect, weary eye, most rueful mien \ 
Verily, I will well-nigh swear thou hast 
Cain's brand upon thy brow. Whence comest thou- 
Thou that emergest from the fiery rock? 

AHASUERUS. 

Ah me, I come from going up and down 

Amid the ways of men eternally — 

Recoil not — O have ruth, it is my doom 

To wander and to wander o'er the world ; 

This narrow, narrow world ; to wander ever 

Undying, eking out the round of time 

With dreadful expiation. Youth, just now, 

I heard a voice of lamentation ; youth, 

Thou canst make light of sorrow, — thou canst die. 

RAYMOND. 

Old man, declare thyself. Whence comest thou, 
And whither goest thou ? Thou mockest me, 
Methinks. 

AlHASUERUS. 

Mockery ! Youth, attend my tale. 
Judge an I have not done with mockery. 

RAYMOND. 

Say on. How marvellous soe'er thy tale, 
I deem not it will overpass my ken ; 
But God wot time is void of worth to me. 

AHASUERUS. 

I was a Hebrew, and I had a stall 

Up a steep alley in Jerusalem ; 

And there I made and mended sandal-shoon, 
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Ages ago, under the Roman rule. 

Ah me, I ne'er forget that eve : 'twas dusk, 

And I had shut my stall, — ^when on the air 

Sudden a noise of tumult broke, and shouts 

Of " He is taken ! taken ! " By me rushed 

A throng of visages, lit with fierce triumph 

And lust of blood. " Who I" cried I ; and they yelled, 

" The Nazarene ! " On swept the venging Jews. 

I was a man of peace, and brawls eschewed, 

And loved my quiet labour day to day ;. 

And little wotted I or recked of Him. 

Once had I seen Him, once indeed as I passed 

Through the porch of the temple home from prayer : 

He sate 
At a column's foot ; around Him thronged a crowd 
Intent with eager faces, and I saw 
His face. 'Twas filled with sorrow ; yet it wore 
Such Look of love as never I beheld. 
So wrought it on my soul, that I was stricken. 
And well-nigh fain to pause. But Rabbi Simeon 
Had bidden me beware. I passed Him by. 
I said, I was not given to churcHly broils ; 
I loved my labour, and was punctual 
At all appointed worship, ceremony, 
And ne'er that Galilean vexed my soul. 
Howbeit, when the clamour rose, and all 
The city shrieked and thirsted for His blood, 
I asked of each one, " What hath this man done ?" 
And when they said, " Most blasphemous is He, 
Reviling the religion of our fathers, 
Persuading all the people He is God, 
Deceiving and befooling,** — my blood boiled. 
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The fever caught me too. And when they cried, 

" Crucify Him ! crucify Him !" I too, 

" Crucify Hini ! " And on the day thereafter, 

When up the steep, labouring past my stall, 

(The way to Golgotha lay up mine alley,) 

He sank upon my threshold in a faint 

Under the Cross, — in fury screamed I curses ; 

" Hence, criminal ! Defile not Thou my doorway ! 

On ! with Thine engine and Thine infamy !" 

He lifted up His eyes on me. Most mournful. 

Most sad, most sorrowful was His regard ; 

Rebuke, reproof, reproach was in His eyes ; 

But O, I know not what depth infinite, 

Divine, of love, grew out and tempered all ! 

And spake ; **' O man, bear witness thou of Me 

Throughout the earth, unto the utmost part. 

Till I return, until the end of time." 

The centurion drave Him on ; but in that hour 

My bosom was despoiled of peace for ever. 

Since then no rest have I except in travel. 

In faring ever forward, ever on ; 

For with the gospel-news my soul is laden. 

Glad tidings which I cannot choose but tell. 

Whereof I am appointed harbinger. 

And ever in my soul a voice saith, On ! 

Three days may I abide in any place, 

Three nights ; but in the fourth, ere yet the dawn 

Broadeneth, in my ears a voice saith, On ! 

So have I wended this twelve hundred year ; 

And till the whole round world, from pole to pole. 

In the name of Christ rejoiceth, must I on. 

Youth, hearken unto me, for I would teach thee 
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A somewhat I have cause to know. Youth, hear 

A mystery, touching of life and death. 

He cannot live, that liveth not in Christ ; 

He cannot die, that dieth not in Christ ; 

He liveth not, that dieth not in Christ; 

He dieth not, that liveth not in Christ, 

Whether in Christ he liveth or he dieth, 

^Tis one. In this enigma lieth coiled 

Thy welfare, and the universe. O youth, 

I bid thee ponder well and cherish this. 

I have but one word yet ; 'tis, fare thee well ! 

For now my spirit calls, and I must go 

Into the depths of Ethiopia— On ! [Exit. 

RAYMOND. 

Weird, hast thou vanished, apparition hoary. 
Some power in thy presence struck me mute ; 
But much I marvelled at thy mystic speech. 
And much I thank thee : thou hast given purpose 
Unto my life. This eve my bark shall part. 

northward swiftly broad flood sweep me down, 

1 set my footsteps to Jerusalem. 
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PILGRIM. 

A Hill, overlooking Jerusalem. 
Enter Raymond and Pilgrims. They kneeL 

RAYMOND. 

ERUSALEM, Jerusalem ! 

FIRST PILGRIM. 

El Khuds ! 

SECOND PILGRIM. 

Gierusalemma ! 

THIRD PILGRIM. 

Hagiopolis ! 

RAYMOND. 

O Lord, we be a throng of many tongues, 
But with one heart we offer thanks to Thee. 
Our speech is manifold, our worship diverse, 
But in our souls the reverence is one. 
Thou reckest naught of worship or of speech, 
But if our souls be true. O hear our prayer I 

FIRST PILGRIM. 

O great is Allah ! Allah, Thou art great. 

THIRD PILGRIM. 

My penitence is done. O Lord, absolve me ! 

SECOND PILGRIM. 

Now lettest Thou Thy servant die in peace. 
Mine eyes have seen the city of the Lord. 

RAYMOND. 

O Christ, I cannot die, but I do seek 

Some rough-hewn cell amid these holy hills, 
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And here will I abide until Thou come, 
Feeding my soul with sacred memories. 

brother I brethren ! help me I I am faint ! 

1 faint, O help me ! I am deathly faint ! 

O, I do feel the pains of death I O heaven I \_Swoons, 

FIRST PILGRIM. 

Brother, I fear me that his soul is fled. 

SECOND PILGRIM. 

Why fearest thou ? An 't be so, blest is he. 

THIRD PILGRIM. 

Nay, nay, 'tis but a swoon. Look on his breast, 
It heaveth yet : nay, nay, he is not dead, 
But as ye see, so filled is he with years. 
Perchance the sudden joy overwrought his frame. 
With travel spent. Come, help me, let us bear 
Our way-worn brother on. It is not far. 
And we will house him in a monastery. 

\_They bear him out. 



Jerusalem. A Cell in a Monastery, 
Simon, Jonas ; Raymond on a bed. 

JONAS. 

BROTHER, if I know aught of healing art. 
This man is past all healing. Even now, 
I deem the cord is loosened, and his soul 
Launched. 

SIMON. 

And right glad am I he had his wits 
Awhile, to take our utmost rite, and so 
On his last travel sally furnished forth. 
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JONAS. 

Ay, brother, not a whit did we forestal 

Our offices. Ay, as they bare him in, 

Thus said I, — There is not a medicine 

Will boot this man ; the flame is in the socket ; 

Howbeit I will mix him what I know. 

Some potion ; as thou seest, it was vain. 

Give me the mirror ; look you, where's the mirror ? 

SIMON. 

I see it not. Where is 't 1-r-not here ; — ay, here 
Upon the flue. 

JONAS. 

Thanks. Look, he breathes no more. 

SIMON. 

Another soul is gathered to the gamer. 

Mark, brother, even now the blessed calm 

Of souls delivered settleth on his face ; 

His visage lighteneth, look, the whole aspect 

Translucent gleameth with glamour of far-off glory ; 

Ah, even so how ofl have I regarded 

In my young years, from my high mountain home, 

On sunset Alp afar the afler-glow ! 

Brother, this surely was an holy man. 

JONAS. 

Verily. I read vigils on his brow — 

SIMON. 

Hist, brother, mark! thou saidst he did not breathe ; 
His bosom heaveth. 

JONAS. 

Saint Luke ! but so it doth. 
And yet there was no breath upon the mirror. 
The potion, quick. Thank heaven, it yet is warm ! 
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Now God be praised the flue did bide aglow : 
This will rekindle him, an he be not quenched. 

RAYMOND. 

Off! foul fiend, back I I know thee ! Come not near, 
Legate of hell thrice blasted ! Back, I bid thee, 
To the bottomless pit — ^to thine infernal crew ! 
Back, with thy devil's potion ! Nay, I pray thee 
Give it to me ; yea, give it me, I pray thee. 

That I may drink thereof. Thus do I greet thee, 

Accursed Satan, with thy damned elixir ! 

[Throws it in bis face. 
May every drop that courseth down thy cheek 
Plough thee with fire until thou shrivel black I 
Consume thee inconsumably, and wrack 
With torture everlasting I — O my God, 
Why sufferest Thou this ? [Sinks back. 

JONAS. 

A napkin ! — O, a napkin, quick, a napkin I 

Wipe me my visage of this physic quick I 

I cannot see ; my eye-balls are aflame. 

Hissing i' th' socket like twin coals I — Quick, quick ! 

I choke, I choke. Thanks, brother, thanks ; much 

thanks. 
Verily I do deem the wicked one 
Hath entered in already. Now, regard me ! 
This is the top of the crisis, I must save him, — 
I must discomfit quite the evil fiend ; 
Regard me, I will rout him ; I will use 
Most dreadful spells, I will anathematize : — 
Sofl, let me fulminate — the fiend shall cower, 
Netherward shall he pack, howling — ^Avaunt ! 

r TH' name of heaven — EXORCIZO TE ! 
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SIMON. 

Brother, methinks thy charm hath wrought deliverance 

Marvellous swift ; already is he fled. 

Look on this visage ; Satan is despoiled. 

Regard him, how he slumbereth in peace ; 

He sleepeth not the sleep of one possessed : 

What say'st thou an awhile we leave him I 

JONAS. 

Pho! 
Peace, quotha ! 'tis the fiend's own lethargy. 
I know it well. This is the sheepskin. Mark me. 
This that thou seest is the fiend's disguise. 
When he hath entered in unto a soul 
Fair banners in the visage hangeth he ; 
Only the experts scent the wolf-hide. Ay, 
'Tis the most woful sign, and symptomatic 
Of his most strenuous occupation. 
Why, were he dispossessed, being most wrath. 
He would have rent and torn his tenement 
So cruelly, filled it so with lunatic frenzy. 
So gored it with a frightful shriek — and now 
What have we ? Not a sign. This is most parlous. 

SIMON. 

Nay, deem'st thou so ? Then fetch we swift the prior. 
Perchance the tempter will do reverence, 
And hath respect unto the upper grade. 

JONAS. 

Well spoken, brother. Yea, I dp confess 

I am in sore extremity. The fiend 

Doth quite bewilder and o'ermaster me. 

Ay, go we fetch the prior and expel 

With valiant succour our arch-enemy. [^Exeunt 
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RAYMOND. 

Now am I blessed that thou hast absolved me ; 
Now am I blessed. Lord. My pangs are o'er, 
Thou drawest my soul aloft. Soon shall I stand 
Jubilant, clad in white, on heaven's threshold, 
Such triumph, such elation do I feel 
As link by link my fetters fall away. 
O Lord, O hasten, I can scarce sustain 
The fulness of this joy, my bosom breaks. 
O swiftlier ! swiftlier ! Why delayest Thou 
To consummate ? O swiftlier, swiftlier ! 
Prolong not, O prolong not any more, 
Release me, O release me of my thraldom, 
O bid me see the end of toil and moil ; 
O bid me spurn this theatre of trouble 
With winged feet. 

Christ ! 

Thou hear'st my prayer and heaven openeth, 

1 see Thee, Lord, I come, I come. 

Jesu ! 

1 cannot. Lift me ! lift me, I am feeble ! 

Lord ! 

Thou lookest pity, O stretch out Thy hand ! 

1 cannot reach Thee, I am faint. [^Sinks back, 

A Voice. 
Thy dust enchains thee, 
Earth retains thee. 
Somewhat stains thee. 

Live again, 

To wash thy stain. 

To break thy chain. 
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Enter Jonas, Simon, the Prior. 

JONAS. 

This way, I pray you ; soft, this way, approach. 

But have a care, he is most violent 

For all he looks so calm. Why, and but now 

I did apply the mirror to his lip. 

And not a vapour tarnished o'er its lustre. 

Sir, he was dead ; — incorrigibly dead ; 

When up ! he flung his physic in my face. 

And called me cursed names, as imp, and fiend — 

SIMON. 

Ay, sir, he said he was the devil's missionary. 
Tis a most pestilent demoniac. 

PRIOR. 

But, Jonas, dost tbou tell me, is this he 
I saw two hours agone some pilgrims fetch 
Unto our door so ghastly, so o'ercome 
With such unearthly pallor, all the visage 
So sunken, so cadaverous ? Verily, 
Thy physic is most wondrous, ne'er I saw 
Such conquest of mortality. I pray you 
Come ye anear, regard this countenance. 
Is this the feature of a man possessed ? 
Is't not the aspect of a goodly man 
Full in the pride and power of his prime ? 
Pure blood is in the cheek, the ample breast 
Slow heaveth, slow subsideth, as the sea. 

JONAS. 

Now heaven defend us ! 

RAYMOND. 

O wretched man that I am ! 
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Who shall deliver me from the body of this death ! 

I cannot die ; would I had ne'er been bom ! 

O too harsh fate, too cruel, cruel, doom ! 

Already my soul had stretched her vans to flee ; 

Already did the fleshly bars dissolve ; 

Already did my spirit lift herself, 

And earth was spumed away, and I did. shake 

The dust from off my feet, and I did see 

The gates of heaven wide ope. — O Jesu, Jesu! 

This is too hard for man to bear. O Lord, 

Be merciful, be merciful ! 

This is too dreadful expiation. 

PRIOR. 

Stranger, come forth, unto the day. Thy fever 

Hath left thee by our brother's skilful care ; 

But I perceive dim sense doth hover yet 

Of thy delirium. Come forth, and while 

Soft airs do temperate the fiery vein 

We will attend rehearsal of thy tale. [Exeunt 



A Hill, overlooking Jerusalem. 

RAYMOND. 

I CANNOT die, I am not purified ; 
I cannot ease me of my weight of woe 
Until He come. O city, thou and I 
Do penitence for our iniquity. 
O widow, O most mournful queen, bereaved 
Of worship and of gladness and of power. 
In sorrow sitting on thy desert hills 
Thou watchest, and I wait and watch with thee ! 
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Yet O rejoice, rejoice Jerusalem ! 

Have hope, O Zion ! for He cometh soon. 

The hour is nigh, the hout is nigh ; He cometh. 

The Ancient of days, the Son of Man. Have joy ! 

Desolate art thou, but not now for long I 

Desecrate art thou, and the Ottoman 

Flaunts from thy wall his banners infidel, 

Yet be not thou dismayed. The men of war 

Which came in ships — ^the jealous hosts, which thronged 

Across the seas to ransom thee with power — 

All, all, are fallen ; the swords, the spears, are broken ; 

The valiant and the holy are laid low ; 

Yet, O Jerusalem, rejoice, rejoice ! , 

The Lord of hosts, He careth not to save 

By many or by few. 

O, I am filled with perfect hate to see 

The vaunting Saracen tread thy sainted purlieus ! 

O ! were I but the lowly instrument — 

A VOICE. 

Raymond 1 Raymond 1 

RAYMOND. 

What did I hear ? what voice ? I heard my name 
Syllabled in the heaven ; I deemed it so, 
And yet. the accents wrought my inmost soul. 

THE VOICE. 

Raymond! Raymond! 

RAYMOND. 

Again ! again I O Jesu, can it be. 
Thou dost vouchsafe in very deed to speak 
Unto Thy sinful servant now, as erst, 
To Samuel in Shiloh ? 
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THE VOICE. 

Raymond! Raymond! 

RAYMOND. 

O speak, Lord, speak, Thy servant heareth. 

THE VOICE, 

Raymond, 
Follow thou Me. Bear witness Thou of Me. 
Follow Thou Me. 

RAYMOND. 

O Jesu Christ, I follow 
Where'er thou leadest. Lead me, I beseech Thee. 

• • « • 

The heavens are mute ; no more that voice of dread 
Tones from the empyrean. O, can it be, 
That I, even I, am called ! O, point the way, 
V ouchsafe, O Lord, vouchsafe to point the way I 

• « * • 
Thou purblind fool ! 

What index needs the traveller if he see 

One way reach right before him to the goal ? 

OLord, O Jesu Christ, most merciful. 

Thou hast compassion on me — O my soul. 

Rejoice, rejoice ; thou, even thou, art called 

To thy release. [Exit. 
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TUNIS. 

An Apartment 

RAYMOND. 

^CHMET! 

ACHMET. (without). 

Master I 

RAYMOND. 

Bring me my books, boy. 

ACHMET. 

Ay, sir. 

RAYMOND. 

Soon shall my thraldom break, and this dull crust 
Crack and resolve to elemental powder. 
Blest be that hour, that gracious afternoon, 
When on the consecrated hill I stood, 
And overlooked Jerusalem, and heaven 
Flashed on my soul, and writ in character 
Unerring, deep, indelible, the way. 
The manner of my absolution. 

Enter Achmet. 

ACHMET. 

Master, thy books I bring; but, at the door. 

Without, importunate a stranger standeth. 

Demanding entrance, and a colloquy 

With Raymond Lully, doctor most enKghtened. 

And lest, perchance, thou shouldst refuse him audience. 

Deeming he was some rank adventurer. 
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He bade me give thee this : a seal^ whereon 
Is wrought I know not what devil's device. 
. It is accurst, accurst all Christian dogs. [^Aside. 

RAYMOND. 

Give it me — say, I do attend. 

ACHMET. 

Ay, master. \_Exit, 

RAYMOND. 

This is some vagrant scholar of the stars ; 

Of arts occult and high philosophy 

A dark disciple. Doubtless, having heard 

Somewhat to my repute in alchymy, 

And being but a moiety initiate. 

He thinketh, by the virtue of this seal, 

As badge of all the confraternity, 

To gather knowledge of a loftier sort. 

He would some secret win, I gage my hand. 

Enter John Cremer. 

CREMER. 

Most puissant master, pardon me, I pray, 
I come to do the homage that I owe. 
Forgive, if I appear presumptuous ; 
The semblance of our lives, though I abased, 
And thou exalted be on this steep walk. 
Must be my mean apology. 

RAYMOND. 

Enough. 
It is not seemly thus to view a brother 
Cringe at his brother's foot. Whatever thou judgest 
Right, do it straightway, and incur the pains. 
An didst not deem it right, what dost thou here ? 
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CREMER. 

Ay, true, most true ; I thank thee much for this ; 
Tis a most profitable maxim. I 
Am a most hungry student, and appraise 
Most richly crumbs of wisdom. 

RAYMOND. 

Friend, be brief 
What would'st thou ? 

CREMER. 

Yet again, I offer thanks. 
In very truth, the wise man cannot ope 
His lips, but forth do saJly priceless pearls. 
Brevity truly is a golden gift. 

RAYMOND 

Good brother, I have work you wot not of, 
And though time be not scant commodity 
With me, the business I would do is done 
Swiftly, or not at all. Declare, I pray thee. 
So curtly as thou canst, thy wish and purpose. 

CREMER. 

O pardon, pardon, that I will. Good master. 

Thou sayest, an I hear aright, that time 

Is plenteous unto thee. I do infer 

Thou hast the right prescription of that draught 

Which so will fine this gross corporal film. 

So subtilize, so fix, so indurate, 

Twill turn the tooth and scythe of Time ; and also. 

If by a cunning preparation wrought 

To the consistence of a dust, transmute 

All things to gold. Knowest thou it, the powder 

Ruddy and of faint odour? 
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RAYMOND. 

Verily ! 

CREMER. 

Months have I sojourned in the Moslem coast, 

With multitude of learned men held converse, 

Hoping I might attain at length with labour, 

Some glimmer of their lore. 'Tis vain. Their speech 

Is so enshrouded, and so gulfed about 

With artful pitfall and ambiguous emblem ; 

Their manuscripts so craftily involved 

With sevenfold sentences, that though I pore 

From midnight unto midnight, and the sages 

Protest that unto him which hath the clue, 

The secret of all secrets is prefigured 

Therein by lines most luminous, I vow. 

Naught but the bitterness of labour lost 

Accrueth unto me. Then, judge my joy. 

Yestreen I heard thou wert within the coasts, — 

Thou, of whom is not peer. Begone, I cried. 

Shallow pretenders, ye with mystic books 

Ignorance veiling, — ^for the sage is come ; 

The sun, before whose coming mist and star 

Alike do melt away I I have one sorrow. 

So deep in these false tomes was I interred, 

I knew not until now that thou wast here. 

Hither I rushed in ardour straightway. O, 

Receive me and enrol me and initiate I 

O, teach me all thou knowest ! 

RAYMOND. 

Hearken, friend. 
These matters are most grave. Not lightly won. 
Not lightly worn, this wisdom, and not lightly 
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To be imparted. Only to the worthy 
Doth Wisdom make herself free offering; 
They only are the worthy which to her 
Devote and dedicate their spirits wholly, 
Which ask not gifts of her, nor seek reward, 
But do resign the tenour of their lives 
Where'er her guidance lead. Attend, stranger : 
Thou that wouldst know the ultimate mystery, 
Not man on earth may teach thee. Of thyself, — 
Of thine own self sole, through probation dire, 
And awftil rite, must thou attain thereto. 
Friend, pardon me, I told thee I am fain 
To pass to business with my instant care. — 

CREMER. 

Good sir, I have offended ; I have too long 
Occupied thee ; I will withdraw. Alas ! 
To learning's topmost crown how sore the path, — 
Despair waves midnight wings around me. Sir, 
Farewell. [^Exit, 



The same. 

RAYMOND. 

I HAVE no patience of this questioning. 
No day but comes some would-be neophyte 
To catch some revelation ; in my ears 
This whole month long rings talk of this elixir. 
I do believe some fifty alchemists, 
In this one city, sit in fifty cells, 
Each at his kettle with his bellows puffing* 
Bespectacled like owl, in fond endeavour 
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To win illimitable length of days, 

And inexhaustible emolument. 

The great elixir, ay, a precious gain ; 

Forsooth, elixir, who will show me Lethe ? 

Right freely should he have his quest of me. 

His potion and projection-dust to boot. 

And now this foreigner, this truant churchman, — 

Churchman, I'll warrant him — for though the hair 

Be thickly overgrown, I yet can read 

The tonsure on his crown, of this high fifty 

In private fashion cultivating each 

The happiness supreme, comes fifty-one. 

And, like the pack of them, demands of me 

The whole itinerary unto bliss ! 

Howbeit, I am tranquil ; for beft)re me 

Clear lies the road — deliverance is nigh ; 

Thou, heavy earth, shalt pen not me for long — 

For I have learnt the way to absolution. 

Whereby throughly to purge from all my soul 

The hideous blot of this selfsame elixir. 

'Tis to be bought ; the price of it is blood ; 

My own. 

The Lord hath enemies upon the earth; 

They do defile his city ; in that hour. 

Upon those heights, a voice within me spake : — 

" / shed My blood to cleanse thee from thy sin; 

Shed thou thine own for Me, Thou seest my city. 

The impious make it an abomination. 

My own, My well-beloved, yea, the land 

Is trodden down of men which know not Me, 

A people which revile Me and blaspheme. 

Go forth, bear witness thou of Me ; go forth. 
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Declare thou My evangel, — let them know 

Glad tidings and the truth, and testify 

That I am He which made and saved the world. 

Unto the utmost wrestle thou with them. 

Yea, vindicate My city with thy blood. 

Yea, offer up thy f elf a sacrifice. 

Yea, seal thy testimony with thy life. 

I call thee, he not backward, I do call thee : 

Be Mine apostle, and advance My work ; 

Fight a good fight ; — wi^tand the enemy; 

Reclaim for Me Mine old inheritance ; 

Do battle — overthrow the evil creed. 

And if in that high war whereto I call thee. 

Ere triumph gleam dark death do overcome thee. 

It shall be thine exceeding great reward.*' 

Then knew I heaven's decree ; far off I saw 
The manner of the ransom of my soul. 

Life, where is thy sting ? No more shalt thou 
Like to the fabulous Promethean vulture 
Resume each age rejuvenescent feast ; 

No more, for now am I no more mine own, 
But heart and soul the servant of the Lord, 
His harbinger and soldier, unto death. 

« « « « 

1 do employ this young Mahommedan, 
Whom I have chosen of the fiercest sect. 
Most jealous, most fanatic of his tribe. 
To be my servant and my instrument ; 
That I may verse me in the vulgar faith, 
And use me in familiar Arab speech. 

What boots it I have learnt my lore from tomes. 
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And have o'ermastered all the sacred creed 

As dervishes have written it with ink, 

And doctors set it forth in sentences ? 

I am come here to die, to- offer up 

My lifeblood and my soul, and I have need 

Of tongues of fire, to waken from th^ir scabbards 

Knives of vengeance, knives of sacrifice ! 

O Christ, O grant occasion soon ! 

4> ♦ ♦ * 

Achmet ! 

ACHMET (without). 

Master ! 

RAYMOND. 

Attend me, I would sally forth. [Exit, 

Enter Achmet. 

ACHMET. 

Ay sir, I come, anon I will be with thee. 
May Allah strike thee dead ! But I, even I, 
Have heard thy prayer. Response is in this quarter. 
O my Damascus steel, my beautiful, 
My own, my true, how in the sun thou gleamest ! 
So softly rippled, like an houri's hair. 
Flash ! thou art called for. This I brook no more ! 
One month have I been servant of a dog : 
He hath not ceased to curse the Prophet's name 
. And heap up infamy. Out, out, good blade ! 
Leap forth, drink vengeance, bid him go and learn 
An Christ, or Allah, be the Lord of all ! [Exit, 
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The Bazaar, Citizens passing. 

JOHN CREMER. 

No whit profit my pains ! This welcome sage- 
I deemed him God-sent to uplift the pall 
And scatter pearls and lighten on my way,— - 
Is as a very Styx, all swallowing 
All-reticent. He knoweth more than any. 
And less he saith. O niggard child of fortune ! 

doubly base. Ah me, my time departs, 

1 must return and end this wasted voyage, 
I must return unto mine abbey void. 

Mine abbey wanteth all this time her helmsman. 

And I have much overstrained the leave I had 

Under pretence of pilgrimage. Ah me ! 

I have been sore delinquent, and I fear 

An I make not good speed, my sins shall lose me 

Philosopher's stone and Westminster to boot. 

Yea, it must be. I leave this wizard shore. 

The first fair wind, the first good ship. 

O miserable wreck of all my hope — 

Ah me ! 

Is there no craft, no wile ? Can I not tempt him 

To visit me in Britain ? I would house him. 

And entertain him royally. Perchance — 

Elicit that deep mystery. 

Ah, so ! 

Occasion, favour me. Afford me pretext. 

Some opportunity, and unaware 

Lay bare before me all his secret soul. 

So shall I learn what charm will most entice him. 
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What dominant loadstar draws his hidden spirit, 
And so entrap his deepmost soul's desire. [Exit, 

Enter Raymond and Achmet. 

RAYMOND. 

Hither ; come yonder, where the crossways meet, 
Where is chief confluence of passengers. 
Halt ye, citizens and Mahommedans ! 
Hearken and hear, a prophet is among you. 
And somewhat hath to say. 

FIRST CITIZEN. 

Who is this stranger ? 

SECOND CITIZEN. 

Some wildered foreigner. 

THIRD CITIZEN. 

Mayhap, some merchant 
Crying his ware. 

FOURTH CITIZEN. 

Nay, not so. Didst not hear ? 
He called him prophet. 

FIFTH CITIZEN. 

Why, regard him ; looks he 
A man of bales ? 

SIXTH CITIZEN. 

How now, know ye him not ? 
This is that great and wise philosopher 
Which knows all arts celestial and occult. 
No depth is fathomless to his research. 
He hath the drink which giveth endless days. 
The dust which .tumeth all things into gold, 
Bless thou thy stars thou seest him ; why, man, 
Weeks hath he sojourned in our coast, and never 

F 
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Ere this saw I him yet in public ways. 

FIRST CITIZEN. 

Nay, is it so ? then let us draw anear ; 
Apace ; the concourse waxeth. 

SECOND CITIZEN. 

Ay, mayhap 
He will dispense this potent medicine. 

THIRD CITIZEN. 

For me, that powder. 

ALL. 

Ay, swift, draw we near. 

RAYMOND. 

O people, give me ear, I bear a message. 
My soul is charged therewith. I come to you 
An alien and of broken speech. O hearken ! 
Yea, there is but one God, and He is great. 
And merciful. And prayer is better than sleep. 
As ye tell from your towers. 

FIRST CITIZEN. 

Methinks, this learned alien 
Doth vow himself a scion of our faith. 

SECOND CITIZEN. 

Then have we got a luminary. Ay. 
It is a great matter. 

ACHMET (aside). 
Ay, ay, bide, bide. 
Thus have I heard him speak this score of times. 
Ay, ay, and shortly shall he say — ^bide, bide. 
The vane will veer. 

RAYMOND. 

But I declare to you, 
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Ye lie in darkness and delusion all. 
Ye are astray — 

ACHMET. 

Now hear him ! hear him ! 

RAYMOND. 

Silence ! 
Peace, fellow 1 thou'rt my slave, not spokesman. Peace ! 
I tell you all, this prophet whom ye worship-^ 
O how ye grovel in abomination ! 
O how ye wallow foully iii the footprints 
Of a moon-frenzied camel-driver ! 

ACHMET. 

Hear ye that, Moslems, hear ye that ? not I ! 
Drink deep, good steel. Tophet, receive thine own ! 

\_Stabs him. 
O brethren, hear ye ill s])oke of Mahound ? 
O, vengeance ! vengeance I 

crnzENS. 

Nay ! ill of the prophet ? 
Blasphemy of Mahound ? by all the heavens, 

^^y • [^Confusion; they press upon him, and 

beat him, and stone him. 

Enter the Bey, with Officers. 

THE BEY. 

Hold, hold ! what is this uproar I officers, 
Seize ye yon stranger— quell this turbulence. 

[Officers seize Raymond. 

ACHMET. 

The steel is in his heart, — ^he doth not die. 

THE BEY. 

Here ; bring him hither, quickly. People, peace ! 
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OFFICER. 

Look, sir, there is a dagger in his heart. 

THE BEY. 

How now ? and he not dead^ why — 

RAYMOND. 

O my God, 
I cannot die ! 

ACHMET. 

What, shall I lose my labour. 
And dagger ? Curst be Satan and his devilry — 
Never ! [Steps forward and plucks out dag- 

ger, Raymond swoons. 
THE bey. 
Officers, seize that man. [^Officers seize him, 

Was't thou 
Which did this thing ? * 

ACHMET. 

Twas I. 

THE BEY. 

Hale him to prison. 
[^Exeunt Officers with Achmet. 
He shall be strangled ; none takes blood but me. 
Now who steps out to give me true report 
Touching this goodly riot ? 

FIRST CITIZEN. 

Sir, this man 
Gathered a crowd, and stood up publicly 
And vomited hell-fire. 

THE BEY. 

Tut, another. 

SECOND CmZEN. 

Good sir, in very truth, he did stand up 
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And did revile with blackest blasphemy 
The prophet's holy name. 

THE BEY. 

This was most heinous. 
Well hath he got his due. Were he not dead 
He should be strangled. 

OFFICER. 

Sir^ he is not dead ; 
He breathes. 

THE BEY. 

Away with him ! to-morrow, he 
An he have sense of life shall have 't no more. 

Enter Cremer, and Arab Priest. 

CREMER. 

Haste^ haste ! O all the wisdom of the world 
Lieth in jeopardy. O save him, save him — 

PRIEST. 

Sir, I entreat you, spare ! I know this man. 

THE BEY. 

And wherefore, spare ? Good sir, having regard 

Unto thy sacred office, I should deem 

Brief respite wouldst thou ask, an knew'st thou all. 

PRIEST. 

Most noble sir, this all is noised abroad ; 

But hear me, sir, this man hath done no wrong. 

Not wittingly; he knew not of the law, 

I warrant me. O sir, I know him well. 

And I do testify, albeit he be 

Worshipper of a misbegotten creed, 

I know no man more righteous, more devout. 

And furthermore, his learning is most vast. 
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Mayhap some influx of strange fervour came — 
I do entreat you, I, and surely, I, 
Which guard our worship's majesty, may duly 
Crave audience in this suit. 

THE BEY. 

Well, well, so be it. 
In truth, this matter is more thine than mine. 
Howbeit, one thing — ^this I do command — 
This eve a galley sails, let him depart, 
And visit never more our coasts ; and mark me, 
An he take vantage on our clemency 
His head shall pay the surety. Come. 
Away, away with him. 

\_Exeunt, Cremer and Priest bearing 
Raymond out 




yGoogk 




THE GREAT ELIXIR. 



THE ABBOT. 

Naples. An Apartment, 
Cremer ; Raymond, sleeping, 

CREMER. 

\ E slumbereth ; the fever hath departed, 
His face is tranquil, and his mouth is mute. 
From Tunis unto Naples have I tended him. 
Sat by his couch from daybreak until even, 
From nightfall unto dawn, and now at last 
The fire is spent, the burden of his brain 
Hath seethed itself away. I had no dread ; 
I knew the issue of the war ; I knew 
The potence of that great elixir ; — drink it 
Once, it o'ercometh all infirmity 
Then and thereafter and for ever. 
Nay, 'twas no fear, no double-visaged doubt 
That set me to this vigil, but I knew 
Ofl of the souPs most guarded cabinets 
Delirium unlocks the secret door. 
Twas vain. This man e*en at the top of his frenzy • 
Broke not his reticence. O Jealousy, 
How art thou fenced about with adamant. 
Which bruiseth envy's eye to see ! Howbeit, 
By dint of contemplation, and comparison. 
And patient audience of his random speech, 
Much have I gleaned will help me to my way. 
I will to Britain straight — 

RAYMOND (awaking), 

Whatis't? Where am I? 
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How came I here ? what do I here ? O sir, 
Tell me, I pray thee, am I not arisen 
Out of the tomb ? I dreamt the jaws of death 
Had swallowed me and I was blest — O me, 
I have had dreams too fair, too fair ; I dreamt 
That I had done with this world's mockery. — 

CREMER. 

Peace, peace, good sir, calm thee, lie back, lie back ; 
Peace a brief while, and memory with my tale 
Shall weld anew the links abruptly broken 
And bridge oblivion's chasm. 

RAYMOND. 

I know, I know thee ! 
Thou art that wandering friar, which lusted pelf; j 

Where was't I saw thee ? Sure, I have quite lost 
The power of reminiscence — ^tell me too , 

Wherefore this bandage on my breast? 

CREmER* 

A wound. I 

Thou didst a dreadful wound at Tunis get. | 

RAYMOND. I 

How, Tunis ? what is Tunis ? Tunis, Tunis, ] 

I get no reminiscence out of Tunis, 

Is it a place, this Tunis ? ^ 

diEBiI£B. 

Verily, 
I fear me if the^fever hath not reft 
Thy past clean out of mind. Think, at this Tunis 
Thou didst harangue a crowd — 

RAYMOND. 

Well, well— 
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CREMER. 

Ay, sir, 
Thou didst revile the name of Mahomet— 

RAYMOND. 

O God, my God, not yet, not yet, hast Thou 
Vouchsafed to hear ? O I am thrice accursed, 
This is too hard for man to bear ! O Stranger, 
Too well, too well, thy words recall to me 
That I am most miserablest of men I 
The Moslem smote me, but I did not die. 
Was it not so ? 

CREMER. 

Yea, smote thee to the core, 
And yet thou hadst no harm ; not till the Moslem 
Fetched from thy breast his precious blade, and then, 
Death pallor blanched thy visage, and thy soul 
Was overwhelmed in night. 

RAYMOND. 

What of the Moslem? 

CREMER. 

Straight was he haled to prison ; but the Bey, 

Learning he but avenged contumely 

To high Mohammed's name, sent officers. 

Meaning to let him sally instant forth ; 

But when they came, and shot back bolt and bar, 

And slow upon the hinge the portal swung, — 

O spectacle ! There, pendent from a beam. 

In his own turban throttled did he hang ; 

And in a comer lay his blood-red blade 

Shivered to atoms. 

RAYMOND. 

Hold, no more, no more ! 
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O God have mercy, blood is on my soul ! 

leave me, leave me, sir, I do beseech thee. 

CREMER. 

Sir, I do leave thee ; thou art well-nigh healed. 
Each one hath woes whereof none hath the cure, 

1 see how dire affliction rends thy soul. 

I will withdraw, ne'er I obtrude on grief 
I am all skill- less to alleviate. 
The aid that I could offer I have given, 
Thou needst no more my care. Farewell. 

RAYMOND. 

Good sir, 
I thank thee, but I cannot thank thee ; life 
Is as we wear 't, a fetter or a crown ; 
To me, 'tis hell. O leave me, leave me, woe 
Knowing no balm is mine. [Exit Cremer. 

The Same. 

RAYMOND. 

OUTCAST Angada, which did slay with javelins 
Incarnate Vishnu by the banks of Ganges, 
Dread Brahma doomed in wrath to life eternal 
Upon this globe ; and everlastingly 
To feed on carcases. I will arise, 
I will go forth, and search him out, and say ; 
^^ Here cometh one who from the ends of earth 
Knew of his kin and came to greet his own. 
One who like thee is doomed to days eternal. 
One who like thee fattens his lethal life 
On carrion corpses. 
O my brother, let us abide together, 
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Forsooth we be meet company," 

O Lord my God, why hast Thou done this thing? 

Why didst Thou call me from Thy holy hill 

In that high hour, and lay Thy ways before me. 

Until I saw, as were it in a scroll. 

So clearly writ, the manner of deliverance 

Thou hadst ordained for me ? 

O soul, my soul. 
Thou art deceived, thou hast been sore bewrayed. 
It was not God which called thee in that hour, 
Nay, by just heaven, nay, it was the fiend. 
It was the fiend, which made his sport of me. 
And mocked him of my soul, and lured me on. 
And for release hath given me remorse, 
And for my death, murder ! 
O ! despair. 

Unto the fiend's black fangs I have been given o'er. 
And yet, and yet, that voice which fell from heaven, 
And sank upon my soul, indelible ? 
Nay ! never yet were Satan's accents so. 
O soul, my soul, thou hast been warped astray. 
And thou hast sore mis-read high heaven's decree. 
Yea, in that hour of utmost exaltation. 
When God Himself vouchsafed to speak. 
And when thy every window open lay. 
And Christ brought comfort — Satan entered in 
And poisoned all. 

Thine eyes were blinded. 
Thou knew'st not good from ill, nor heaven from hell. 
Thou soughtest not the will of Him which sent thee, 
Base recreant ! Thou soughtest cursed ends ; 
Thou wouldst have made this man imbrue his soul 
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To give thy spirit passage from the clay, — 

Thy wickedness returns upon thine own ! 

O miserable, miserable man ! 

O dreadful expiation I 

O Lord, O God, I have sinned grievously ; 

And all my soul is marred, and maimed, and black 

With soilure ineffaceable. O Lord, 

What can I do? 

A VOICE. 

Follow thou Me, 

RAYMOND. 

E'en yet? 

Lord, may I thy servant be e'en yet ? 
I, even I ? then I am thrice blessed ! 
Truly, the Lord's mercy is everlasting, 
And I, most vile. O then I count it grace, 

And God's most gracious gif^, this which but now 

1 sought to cast away. O Lord, I thank Thee 
For this interminable length of days 
Wherewith to travail in Thy cause ! 

But how? 
For what emprize, what consecrated labour 
Is it that I am called, and whereunto? 
* • * • 

In all my soul a mighty ocean heaveth. 
Before me moveth beatific vision, 
I see the holy city on her hills, 
I see the baleful standard flaunting o'er it, 
I see armed hosts of men encamped against it. 
And over them, archangels linked in legions. 
In phalanx winged, brandishing fiery swords. 
Move as they move, — ^the shock of battle shakes 
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All earth, and heaven is rent. The city falls, 
And they which take her are her own ! 

O God, 
I know Thy will. Thou wilt not suffer more 
Thy city in the hands of infidels. 
They which went forth of old were faint of heart, 
It is for us Thou hast appointed this, 
And me, e'en me, hast Thou ordained to go 
And wake to war all souls in Christendom. 
Then up, and forth ! proclaim the new crusade. 
Call kings and emperors, pontiffs, to thine aid ; 
To disenthral thee, and to slaughter them 
Which hold thee captive, O Jerusalem ! 

Paris. An Apartment, 

RAYMOND. 

APOSTATES ! sordid varlets all. All sunk 
In sloughs of sloth. Naples, Vienna, Rome, 
All have I visited ; by each crowned head .. 
Received with honour, and dismissed with scorn. 
For that I was the most enlightened Doctor, 
Through Europe known and Asia for his learning, 
Hight by the Arabs monarch of their science. 
And eke possessor of the mystic stuff 
Conferring life and wealth inestimable. 
Was I by each hailed with acclaim and joy. 
But for that I was but an errant monk. 
Seeking to raise a blessed war, and loose 
The Lord's own city from captivity 
Naught did I get but fleers, and jeers, and names ; 
" Visionary" and "Frenzied friar," and " Build thee 
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Some cell wherein to sit and dream thy dreams, 
There sit, and dream thy visions be accomplished/' 
E'en the most holy pontiff served me so, 
Saying, The church had shame of such as I. 
A little while before, and privily 
Almost upon his knee the same had begged 
But half a dozen grains of this great powder — 
The which I did refuse. And here, at Paris, 
Like welcome and like obloquy. O me, 
' There is no virtue but cupidity, 
To list the prate of courtiers. I am sick 
Of courts, and well-nigh beggared out of hope 
Howbeit, 'tis my mission. 
How now ! what is this packet lieth here ? 
With riband bound and sealed with goodly seals, 
F faith, a most portentous document. 
What bodeth it ? how runs the superscription ? 
(Reads,) 

To the most learned and illuminated 
Doctor of Doctors, Raymond Lully. 
I marvel much, whence cometh this. It bears 
Stain of much travel, and an ancient date. 
Full six months gone. I do not recognise 
This character ; and 'faith I never saw 
Such cuts and slashes, and such whisks of style, — 
Calligraphy most wonderful — 
(Reads,) 

Most worshipful sir, most puissant, all-wise doctor, 
this missive will fill thee with astonishment. First, 
how it findeth thee; and second, whence it issueth. 
And yet, though these characters will not be in the 
semblance of any friend's handwriting, he who in- 
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diteth them is no stranger, Peradventure thou mightest 
recall, how, on the shore of Africa, there came to thee 
one day a certain poor traveller. Also, how, the 
same day, thou stoodest in the market-place and didst 
uplift thy voice amid a great concourse of the heathen. 

Thy cause was holy, thine ends most righteous 
and exalted, being in mind to bring this pagan people 
to a knowledge of the only truth. But they would not 
suffer thee. Scarce thy lips were ope, fraught with 
the blessed evangel, when a fiendish villain stepped 
from behind thee and pierced thy bosom with a glaive. 

Briefly, thou didst lose all sense. The Bey came 
with his officers, and was first in high fury with the 
one who did this deed; but afterward, so dark and so 
brutal and so bigoted be these barbarians, when he 
knew the wherefore, he turned with indignation against 
thee, and bade have thee slain outright. 

Sir, most fortunate, a friend was at hand, and 
with most powerful intercession gat thee thy life ; 
nevertheless, the Bey bade move thee straight, alive or 
dead, from Moslem coasts. Thereupon, the only 
Christian and Samaritan there became thy ward, and 
undertook thee and embarked thee that hour in a ship 
of Naples, 

Sir, thy wound, which to any other were mortal, 
begot in thee a terrible raging fever, and I, fearful 
that this holy cause should lose so divine an apostle, 
and trusting I might be God's chosen means to pre- 
serve thee, most anxiously and unremittingly tended 
thy bed on shipboard by day and by night, and when 
we were come into the haven had thee transported to a 
lodging. 
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Sir, thy fever was terrible, and I in terrible sus- 
pense, I durst not desert thee one instant, thus as 
thou wert the battleground and dehateaUe field of Life 
and Death, Thou rememberest, how upon that most 
joyful day^ when at the last thy veins were cool, thy 
reason serene, the first on whom thine eyes did rest, 
who stood by thy couch so pale and near outworn, 
was I, 

Sir, thou knowest how the souls of them which be 
sick of a fever rave, and cannot contain themselves, 
and all their fondest cherished secrets come up to the 
day, I could not choose but overhear thee. 

Sir, once, in the mid watches of the night, thou 
didst cry — *' The city of the Lord, the city of the Lord, 
O could I win it for the Lord I" and evermore thy 
speech was of this, and I judged how burdened was 
thy soul with this most glorious and sanctified 
purpose. 

Sir, I confess to thee, this selfsame prayer is 
mine, and earth and heaven would 1 compass to this 
end. 

All this season most anxiously have I looked for 
tidings of thee. Rumour hath but just now come to 
mine ears of thy manner of life: I hear how thou 
visitest courts, still mindful of thy hallowed mission, 
and how thou gettest naught but contumely, and kings 
heap disgrace, and even the Holy Church is corrupt, 
and will not stir; and I am filled with indignation. 

Sir, I entreat thee, come hither oversea. Here, 
thou wilt find no such unholy scorn — and I, which 
have one mind with thee, can call me master of no 
petty influence, and not unskilled to kindle pious zeal 
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in lofty quarters. I will greet thee and entertain thee 
as befits him whom I have in chief est honour. Witness 
my hand, this day : 

The Abbey, Westminster, John Cremer, Abbot. 

Amazement fills my soul, and turpitude, 

O shame on me, ungrateful that I am. 

And yet, who would have deemed this traveller, 

In mean disguise, that high ecclesiastic ? 

Howbeit it was most ingrate of me. 

And all my soul is filled with bitter shame. 

This one, whoni I rebufTed so shortly, this one. 

Who dreamed not but my life was sore in jeopardy, 

Tended me with untiring care whole days, 

And racked his soul with grief because of me. 

And all for love of that high holy cause 

Whereof I am so base a champion ! 

O miserable soul, behold a Christian, 

A child of Christ indeed. 

And now, Heaven points the way, and sendeth succour. 

In identic guise ! This letter, launched in darkness. 

Heaven suffered not to fail its destiny. 

Yea, thitherward I go, where valiance lies. 

Across the narrow sea ! yea, there I wend. 

Where worship is, where potent Heaven doth send 

A helpmate travailing to the selfsame end. • 
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LONDON. 

Westminster. The Abbey : an Apartment. 
Cremer, Raymond. 

CREMER. 

[•HRICE welcome, sir; thrice welcome to 
mine abbey, 
And truly I am trebly glad ; herein. 
To entertain thee as I ought, and show 
thee 
Right hospitality in fitting guise. 

RAYMOND. 

Most reverend sir, how can I thank enough ? 
When thy despatches came, I was astonied. 
How cam*st thou thus instructed of my quest ? 
I know not an to marvel most or joy. 

CREMER. 

Of that, anon. Cood sir most erudite, 
My heart is glad to have thee here and so ! 
When last we parted, in the sunny country, 
Thou saw'st me but a mean itinerant friar ; 
But now, behold thy host This is mine abbey. 
I am the abbot. This is my domain : 
I am as king,— that is, not all unhonoured, 
A not all unconsidered dignitary. 
Sir, I have spoken with the king. 

RAYMOND. 

0,ay! 
Already hast thou spoken of this matter ? 
What said'st thou? 



yGoogk 



THE GREAT ELIXIR. 83 

CREMER. 

Hear : I set the whole thing forth. 
One mom I craved an audience ; part desiring 
To speak of other matters, and in part, 
Yea, chiefly, of this matter. He was gracious, 
And gave tne gracious ear. Then, first I spoke 
Of my far joumeyings ; and therewithal 
Much he demanded of Jerusalem, 
And Palestine, and of the infidel 
And his obsession of the holy places, 
And said : It was a cursed sacrilege ; 
A foul affront to Christendom and heaven. 
Then said I : Yea, and furthermore declared 
That in those climes, on Afi-ic's northern shore. 
Where I abode awhile, I met with one, — 
A man of wisdom huge, whose vasty soul 
Had compassed all things— heaven, earth and hell 
Had all within his scope, — ^which even now 
Did urge a new crusade ; and thereunto 
Did dedicate his utmost energies, 
His labour, and his learning, and his life. 
And briefly I recounted all I saw 
That aflemoon thou stoodest in the market-place. 
And he was much attent ; and asked me 
Much of thy progress to the divers courts. 
Now, thou shalt know that I writ various letters 
Unto the friends I have in foreign places, 
To gather news of thee ; and what I heard, 
My sovereign liege had all. Then I made venture, 
Touching thy ill success, to sound him humbly — 
An the cause were not worth a royal sword? 
He smiled, and said—" Verily, John" — ay, sir. 
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Familiar John — " I know thy drift— nay, nay. 
How ? Single-handed ? Ask our treasurer. 
And he will tell thee I am needy. Nay, 
I am not furnished in the sort for war." 

RAYMOND. , 

Wert thoii thus balked] What, thus? Had'st thou 

not quick 
Ready device, shrewd plan, an ample scheme ? 
What ! wert thou laggard in the holy cause ? 

CREMER. 

Good brother, hear me, I will tell thee fully. 
Just how I spake to him. I spake to him, 
I said : " Sovereign liege, there is a way, 
Howbeit, they who wot thereof be few. 
Yet there be some, yea, there is one I know 
Wotteth this thing, whereby the ruddy gold 
Should flow more copious into thy coffers 
Than Tamesis and Isis to the sea." 
Then smiled he once again and said: ** Tis well. 
And an we had the gold, or knew this secret, 
No doubt ourself would undertake the^ thing, — 
Ourself would head the van to chase the Paynim. 
It is the cause of Christendom and heaven ; 
But, plainly, as I told thee, 'tis not possible. 
After the treasurer's tale ." 

RAYMOND. 

Shall righteous heaven 
Forswear her birthright for a beggarly dime I 
Ye, constellations, stars in your courses, ye. 
Hear me this day and bear me witness : Never ! 
Forsooth, forswear ! A scrannel picktooth dime ! 
Lives there .the man so piteous will not pour 
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Gold that he hath by shipsflil on the strand 

Unto this cause ] Then let it rot and blacken — 

Consume and pass away in dust and ashes ! 

If this be all that checketh him, I tell thee, 

Here standeth one can leap that obstacle. 

I know not who he be, whereof thou spakest, 

Saying he knew a thing whereby to make the gold 

Out-gush Pactolus, but to me 

Hath heaven vouchsafed the selfsame. O, just heaven, 

I thank thee for the day which at the last 

Permitteth me to use mine art for thee ! 

Reverend Abbot, go you, tell the king, 

That one is here, who to the sacred cause 

Will consecrate his art, and deems him blessed 

I th' opportunity to sanctify 

A travail and a knowledge he hath deemed 

Barren and sterile, fruitless, flowerless. 

Void of all else but pain and sickened heart. 

Go, tell him. Tell thy gracious sovereign 

That here I wait, my science to apply 

Unto the cause of Christendom and heaven ; 

For heaven and Christendom my life and soul ! 

CREMER. 

O, sir, most noble, most magnanimous ! 

Most filled with holy fervour, fiery zeal ! 

I told the king I did await thy coming. 

And straightly charged he me, that when thou earnest, 

I should apprize him forthwith, and eflsoons 

Bid thee to audience. So, thyself shall tell him 

This thou hast spoken unto me. 

RAYMOND. 

So be it. 
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Myself shall plead my suit. Reverend sir, 

I am aweary, and have need of rest. 

Let me go unto my chamber till the morrow : 

I have much need of preparation. 

Thou for the mom appoint mine interview. 

Till then, farewell. 

CREMER. 

Worshipful sir, so be it. 
And if thou needest aught, I do entreat thee, 
Regard this abbey thine. I bear straightway 
The tidings of thy coming to the king. 
Most worshipful, good even. [Exit Raymond. 

He hath much need of preparation ! 
Whereof? Surely, this dust, this magistery 1 
Ha! 

Illuminated sir, which giv'st no light, 
Thee have I housed in a most cunning chamber. 
Mine own is thereabove. Unto the king 
Straightway will I despatch prompt missive. Then, 
Soft, to mine eyehole. [Exit 

A Chamber. 
The King, Gaveston. 

THE KING. 

MY Gaveston, what shall divide us mo ? 
I could not brook thee gone. I called thee 
back. 
What pleasure is without my Gaveston ? 
What gaiety ? Nay, let them fiime, what reck I 
Ne mo they part us twain ; ne mo, he mo. 
Our halidame I here art, and here shalt stay. 
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Ay, Piers. Come, call me Ned, as thou wast wont, 
And tell me of thyself. How did ye fere 
Down in Guienne ? 

Gaveston. 

Our trusty Ned — 

THE KING. 

That's well ! 
Ay, so I Go on. In goodly truth thou art 
Our Gaveston. And we, thy trusty Ned. 
Thou gladdest me ; they shall not part us, nay, 
Ne churlish lords, ne ruffian commons. — Mind ye 
Old Mummer ? and the Jew ? and him ye named 
Wild pig of Arden ? Warwick hath not forgot 
That hit, I trow. 

GAVESTON. 

Nor he of Lichfield, neither, 
I paid him out. Curmudgeon, crusty Wat. 
Why, we had but a foray with his deer, 
A merry jest ; his was a scurvy trick. 
Howbeit, he gat his due. I warrant me 
Wallingford woke his wits and taught the use 
Of locks. I served his turn, I served his turn. 

THE KING. 

Ye did, ye did. 

GAVESTON. 

And there be others yet 
With scores uncancelled. — 'Tis a trifling matter, 
Just, off with this, away with that one; simply, 
A parchment and a pen. 

THE KING. 

All as you list. Piers. 
Whatever you list. So shall our realm have peace, 
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And we go pleasuring without a care.' 

A six-month hence, at York, I have appointed 

A tourney and a great festivity, 

A jubilee, all manner of diversion— 

GAVESTON. 

Merrily, merrily, runs the treasury, 
An evil thing is money, let it go. 
When dry the coffer runs, how nourish it] 
Another impost, and another toll ! 

THE KING. 

Hold, Piers, — ^that stratagem is out of date ; 
We have another, prompter, easier way. 
This mom a wise man comes, unto an audience, 
Which, as the Abbot John assures, in truth 
Hath the philosopher's stone. 

GAVESTON. 

What, he ! he here ! 
I heard of him in France. His name is Lully, 
I saw him once, a sanctimonious greybeard. 
Who craves a holy war or somewhat. He ? 
Then have we stalled a milch cow. Why, regard you. 
This is an isle, I will bar any ship 
To sail from any port with this man on her — 
Meantime, I find some other Wallingford — 
Serve him so as I served old crusty Wat, 
Say, ' Fifty thousand pounds in weight of gold 
Ere the bolt draws. Thou shalt have furnaces. 
Ovens, cucurbits, limbecks, what thou wilt^ 
Mercury, sulphur ; but until the marks 
Be counted down, thou salliest not,'— thus must he 
Work for his ransom, willy nilly. 
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THE KING. 

This is most excellent. He will be here straight. 

But I do understand^ his sole condition 

Is that I wage a war upon the Turks ; 

Now, as thou knowest, our most vehement father, 

E'en in his death dreaming of war, left legacy — 

Say naught about the marks, thou hadst them, Piers — 

GAVESTON. 

Ha ! ha ! 

THE «ING. 

That I should instant prosecute vehement war 
Upon the infidels, and lay his heart 
In Holy Land, and win the Holy Sepulchre. 
This will give colour, so shall I not seem 
Too ready of consent, nor wake suspicion — 

GAVESTON. 

Aye, aye, one oft rebutted waxeth wary. 
Enter the Chamberlain. 

CHAMBERLAIN. 

Most puissant Majesty, the learned doctor 
Hight Lully is within the audience chamber. 

THE KING. 

Bid him await. • [Exit the Chamberlain. 

Wilt come with us, and blandish him. 
My Piers? 

GAVESTON. 

'Faith, my good Ned, and will not I ? 
There is a merry jest afoot. 

[Exeunt. 
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A Chamber in the Tower. 

RAYMOND. 

FALSE Edward, shame upon thy royalty, 
Perjury on thy soul I This day henceforward 
A byword be the troth of British kings. 
Thou hast thy gold. Swift wrath of heaven ensue ! 
Naught but dishonour and disaster waits thee, 
Disgrace and dolour, grief, defeat, and ruin, 
General shipwreck of thy realm ! Ay, feast ; 
High jubilee at York this hour, eftsoons 
Woe, woe ! 

A fifty thousand pounds of quicksilver. 
Pewter, and sombre lead, ye brought me in ; 
Of red gold fifty thousand took ye out. 
And where be now thy armaments, thy ships. 
Thy men of war, thy plighted promises. 
Thy gold ? All, all, wasted in wassailing. 
And now, fair sir, thqu deemest craftily, 
With watch and ward and bolt and bar, to keep me 
Captive and slave and treasurer to thy will — 
I heard but now thy keys go round about. 
Ay, but it was done softly, softly. 
Aha ! for underneath, a gracious river 
Flows, trustier than kings, and on the tide, • 
Lo a great ship of Genoa drifting down. 

• * * * • 

Vile powder, hence ! quick waters straight resolve thee 
Into thy elements, to ocean bear thee. 

[Throws out a powder. 
For thee, false abbot, this. 
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Christ, what is this dross ? O I have erred. 
It is not armaments, nor men of war, 

Not hosts, nor ships, nor gross corporal strife, 

Shedding of blood, nor shock of warriors. 

That are to Thee acceptable ! But love. 

And life, blameless, and infinite, as Thine, 

And winning of souls. 

Then hence ! seek out the lands that lie in darkness. 

And give thyself alone, for light ! O Lord, 

1 thank Thee for Thy gift of endless days. 

Good Thames, receive me, bear me to yon galley. 
Good Thames, uphold me on thy shoulders ! 

[^Leaps out 
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MARTYR. 
Tunis ; the Bazaar. 
RAYMOND, Arabs. 

RAYMOND. 

VT think ye ? Mahomet was His prophet ? 

So think I too. He did the Lord's will ] ay, 
So think I too. He was the Lord's right hand. 
But think ye this is all ? Verily, nay ! 
I tell you, an ye give your souls to this, 
Ye slay them. O my brethren, have compassion 
Upon your souls, and give them other food. 
They sore have need ! Your hearts be hard as stones, 
Ye know not any pity, any love. 
Ye sit in darkness and the shades of death. 
And mortify your souls. 

FIRST ARAB. 

He speaketh strangely, no whit comprehend I, 
Come, let us go. 

SECOND ARAB. 

Nor I, yet let us wait, 
I mark that wondrous glow within his eye. 
Nay, let us bide and hear. Mayhap, this one 
Is touched with frenzy and to be accounted 
Reverend therefore, and an holy man. 

THIRD ARAB. 

Ay, is it frenzy ? then his words be worthy. 

RAYMOND. 

I am not frenzied, but I tell you truth ; 
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The glorious gospel and evangel blest 
Of Jesus Christ. 

FIRST ARAB. 

Who is this Jesus Christ ? 

SECOND ARAB. 

What ? have ye read your Alcoran, nor know ye ? 
A Jew he was, an Hebrew carpenter. 

RAYMOND. 

O give me ear ! O had I tongues to speak ! ] 

How can I tell you of the boundless love, 
The height, the depth, the riches of the love, 
Priceless, unspeakable, of Jesus Christ ! 
O hear, Mahommedans ! yea, great is God, 
Mahomet was His prophet, yea, but this 
Was God Himself— 

Enter the Bey, with Officers. 

THE BEY. 

How now ! what coil is this ? 
Officer ! go, demand imperative 
The reason of this concourse and commotion, 
Instant abate this uproar. 

OFFICER. 

Sir, I go. 

THE BEY. 

Ho, wait ! officer, tell me, I have seen 

The visage of yon stranger yet before. 

Somewhere I mind me of his countenance. 

I have't. Again, fellow I what dost thou here ? 

This twelvemonth gone I bade thee pack, no more 

Returning but to death, I promised thee. 

Away with him !. Thy blood be on thy head. 
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Citizens, knew ye not this knave, this villain ! 
Tis he which last year cursed so arrantly 
With so foul blasphemy the Prophet's name — 
Hear ye that, Moslems ! then, away with him ! 
Scourge him with rods ; stone him with stones ; 

let him die a dreadful death ! 

RAYMOND. 

Arabs ! would I could die a thousand deaths. 

Had I a thousand lives, I give them all. 

Yea, I am he, ye from your shores have driven. 

And hither I return to preach you Christ. 

Wreak out your wrath, of vengeance take your fill ! 

Nevertheless, O Moslems, hear ye this : — 

Ye cannot slay me, neither soul nor body. 

Ye cannot slay me nor I cannot die. 

Then, Moslems, wreak your wrath and take your fill. 

Ye cannot slay me nor I cannot die. 

1 give God thanks He thus vouchsafeth me 
A deathless life to suffer for His name. 

I cannot die, but I can suffer pains. 

welcome pains, O welcome agony, 

Scars, wounds, pangs, anguish, welcome, heart's blood 
.ebbing, 

1 welcome all, for the sake of the name of Christ ! 

ARABS. 

Away with him ! away vnth him ! he vaunteth I 
He boasteth of himself, away with him. 
Away with him ! out at the city gates. 
To scourge him and to stone him till he die ! 

\He is seized and dragged out. Exeunt. 
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The seashore. Outside the Gate. Night. 
Colon, Pastorga. 

COLON. 

LOUIS, yon light of wonder which just now 
We from our galley-poop descried afar, 
From the high seas, it is a heap of stones 
Luminous in some marvellous wise with fire ; . 
A radiant pyramid of flame 
Thin and lambent, flickering ghostly. 

PASTORGA. 

Stephen, some secret impulse doth apprize me 
There is a miracle this night. 

COLON. 

Then draw we 
Anear. What should this be ? Lo, comrade, look, 
It is a foot I 

PASTORGA. 

Stephen, I make no doubt 
This is some martyr in this barbarous land : 
Some "Christian preacher slain of savage men. 
And this was for a sign to us to come 
And bear away his body, so to give him 
Fit sepulture and churchly rites. 

COLON. 

Soft you. 
Move we these stones. O, grievous spectacle I 
Was ever man so grievously imbrued ] 
Great heaven, he breatheth yet I 

PASTORGA. 

Merciful heaven ! 
But, lo ! I know his face ! Know'st thou it not ? 
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COLON. 

Verily, but where was't ? Ay, I saw him 

Put forth that afternoon from Genoa — 

Doctor of doctors most enlightened. 

So was he styled, and Raymond LuUy hight — 

Full sail, with all his books, to teach the Paynim. — 

This hath he got 

PASTORGA. 

Brother, he will have glory : 
He did devote his life unto the holy cause. 
His soul hath not yet parted, but his crown 
Awaiteth him above. 

COLON. 

Good Louis, aid me ; 
Give me thy helping hand, and we will bear him 
Aboard our galley, sith I fear the folk 
Of this coast be not hospitably minded. 
In haste embark we, straightway stretch the sail. 
The winds are fair, Majorca is not far, — 
Rear the Mallorquin to his native isle. 
Boat, ho ! [Exeunt with body. 

Open Sea. Dawn. 

The Deck of a Ship, Raymond, on a couch, 
Colon, Pastorga. 

pastorga. 

I DO entreat thee, sir, not yet, not yet. 
Abide a little while, a little while. 
O, give not up the ghost ! O, gird thee up ! 
Bid death once more stand off and hold aloof 
Look, thou shalt gather strength out of the breeze — 
The green waves curl unto the wind's footfall. 
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And laugh and sing — ^the glad sun chaseth night. 
Look up, e'en now above the darkened verge 
Upspring the tower tops and spires of Palma. 
Look how the drawn sails tremble to the wind ! 
How swiftly fare we on ! Lo, in one hour, 
And on thy native shores again thou standest. 
Again I pray, not yet ! 

RAYMOND. 

This needs must be, 
Somewhat within me hath apprized me so, 
My soul hath stretched her vans. I know not why. 
I did not look for this. I dreamed long years 
Yet to wage war and travail for the Lord. 
I deemed I was anointed imto this. 
But, lo ! my spirit loosens, and my soul. 
Elate within me, lifts herself, and all 
My being is heavenward drawn. Alas ! I deemed 
I should have been another great apostle — 
A faithftil servant and a valiant soldier — 
And done a good work here on earth, nor left 
Naught but memorial of a sterile life, 
Life void and vacant, fruitless, barren, dead ! 
'Ah me 1 Howbeit, in this I have great joy, 
The Lord hath called me, and I am the Lord's ; 
And, though deep night overwhelm and clouds dissever, 
And unto that far world unknown I fare. 
His love maintains me and His hand upholds. 

• • • • . 

O earth ! I leave thee, and I have not done 
On thy face aught. But other worlds await. 
Though here my days have been naught but a shadow, 
Though here my hands have worked but vanity, 

H 
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Through all my life but folly, I was schooled. 

Though from this theatre I be withdrawn, 

All heaven awaits, and spheres untold, wherethro* 

My soul with endless scope shall range forever. 

• • • • 

Ay me, ay me ! I cannot tell, I know not 

Wherefore hath this dread mandate bidden me 

Go hence, and leave my life all unperformed. 

Yet this I know : 

The Spirit calleth me — I know not whither ! — 

To work some holy work — I know not where ! * [Dies. 



The Sun Rises* 
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